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INTRODUCTION 

“Going Postal” 

I love video games. Each game is like a gateway to another world, 
allowing you to slip out of reality and become one with a fictional 
character. 

In my view, the best games are those that give you the most freedom. 
Postal is just such a game. Highly popular, funny, brutal, and so 
controversial that it was banned in 13 countries, it is one of the most unique 
games I’ve ever played. There is no “good” or “bad.” The protagonist’s 
story is barely known. What to do is entirely up to you. Since I’ve started 
playing Postal at the age of 13, there has been a movie adaptation of the 
game, and several add-ons have been released, both official and fan-made. 
“Wouldn’t it be so fucking cool,” I thought, “if there was a book in addition 
to all the other Postal stuff?” 

I took this task upon myself. My intent was to explore the darker, 
deeper themes of the game, which played a big role in the first part of 
Postal. 1’m excited to share with you what I imagine to be the “back 
stories” of some of the coolest characters in video game history. You don’t 
have to know anything about the game to follow along. Just know that 
Postal is...not for the faint of heart. And neither is this book, so...let me 
put it this way: If you are a politician, a priest, under the tender age of 18, 
or have been diagnosed with moralism and/or self-righteousness, this book 
will hurt you. Physically. Ok, not really. I don’t bother with disclaimers: 
Where I’m from, you just pay the judge. 

I wish you happy reading and, if you haven’t already played the game, 
hopefully this book will show you what you’re missing. 

—Alisa Bogodarova, 2013 


PART ONE 
“SPECIAL DELIVERY” 


Chapter One 
“The Robbery” 


The sun reflects in the window of a red car with no logo. The rays 
engulf the cold steel, but cannot warm it. The car stands still. The driver’s 
seat is empty. 

The blazing star descends toward the horizon. The car shows darkly 
against the orange sky, its headlights like two unblinking eyes fixed on the 
highway in the middle of the desert. 

The air cools. The clouds grow darker by the minute. 

Finally, the sun has set. The engine’s roar and the clatter of metal 
hooves echo across the realm of sand. The highway trembles as the red car 
zooms forth, a giant equine form running by its side. 


KK 


It was a cold night in the desert. A few run-down plywood houses stood 
far apart on the sand flat near the highway. In one of them, the TV was on 
in the living room. 

“Today in the news,” the announcer began, “more protests took place 
after the government refused to grant political asylum to individuals 
practicing self-immolation. The retirement-home rapist is still at large. The 
victims refuse to identify the perpetrator and ask to close the case. A dry- 
cleaning firm in Nebraska was sentenced to pay one of its clients $30 
million for moral damage.” 

But there was no one watching it. The armchair in front of the TV stood 
empty, littered with empty beer cans. Only in one of the bedrooms upstairs, 
a deep male voice suddenly asked: “Who are you?” 

That voice belonged to a tall young man with deep-set emerald eyes, 
messy fiery-red hair, a goatee, and a small golden earring. Alas, he had no 
name. Everyone called him “Postal Dude.” 

As he stood looking out his bedroom window, Postal Dude saw a red 
car racing against what looked like a giant horse. But after he rubbed his 
eyes and looked out again, there was nothing but darkness. 

“T really should go,” he said, yawning. 

He stretched and went downstairs. The youth turned off the TV, then 
entered the kitchen to get something to eat. But the fridge was empty. 


He went back up to his bedroom and changed into a black T-shirt, some 
old jeans, and a black leather jacket. 

Suddenly, he heard rapid hoofbeats somewhere far away. Postal Dude 
carefully turned off the lights and crept up to the window, squinting at the 
dark plain. 

The pounding of hooves grew faster until it slowly faded in the distance. 
A cow mooed hoarsely nearby. Then, everything went quiet. Postal Dude 
shuddered. 

“T have to go,” he muttered, put on his backpack, and went out. 


wK*K* 


Morning came in the small rural town of Paradise, Arizona. The local 
residents prepared for another torrid July day. The miners, farmers, and 
factory workers were the first to rise, as always. By the time they got to 
work, the children were up and playing outside. 

Paradise was one of those towns where you could always run into 
someone you knew. It had a small downtown, where the tallest buildings 
were rarely more than four stories tall, an industrial district, and scattered 
suburbs. The main street was full of giant cacti, stores, and bakeries that 
were so highly esteemed by the local police force that there were signs 
everywhere promising fines for abusive treatment of baked goods. 

That hot July morning, there were two officers standing outside the 
Lucky Ganesh with a box full of doughnuts. They were eating greedily 
when a young man raced by them and almost knocked them over. 

“Whoa!” the first officer cried. “Did you see that? I bet that’s one of 
*em robbers from this mornin’.” 

“Naw,” said the second, “they’re probably still beating up that old guy. 
Hey, why we only got one doughnut with strawberry icing? I ordered two! 
Fucking foreigner!” 

Suddenly, a fleshy farmer in overalls ran out from around the corner, 
brandishing a shotgun. 

“Just wait, ya son of a bitch!” he roared. “Ill shoot your ass off!” But 
he halted when he saw the officers. 

“Well, Joe,” the second officer sneered, “which nigger you wanna shoot 
up today for supposedly looking at your girls?” 


“Very funny!” the farmer snapped. “I’m after that young fella! He was 
trespassin’ on my farm!” 

“Joe, how many times do I have to tell you? The law says you can shoot 
strangers only when they are inside your house. Not five steps away, not 
running down Main Street. Inside. So if you wanna kill someone, invite ’em 
over. And now, please beat it before I have to take you in for carrying a 
gun.” 

The first officer stood giggling. The farmer glared at him, spat on the 
ground, then turned around and left. At the same time, the young man the 
farmer had been chasing—none other than Postal Dude—was already on 
his way home. 


K*K* 


The suburb where Postal Dude lived—a tiny, poor neighborhood on a 
sand plain near a mountain range—was by the eastern highway leading into 
Paradise. While the youth was out running from Farmer Joe, two imposing 
men in black suits walked up to his house. They were obviously not from 
Paradise, for no local would ever wear a suit on such a hot day, or any day, 
for that matter. 

The men stopped and glanced over their shoulders. 

“This kid is like some illegal immigrant,” said the first. “No birth 
certificate, forged driver’s license, counterfeit passports.” 

“Crafty fella,” the second nodded. 

“That’s alright, can’t be too crafty for us.” 

They walked up on the porch and knocked. When no answer came, the 
first man took out a small Bass Sniffer radar device. Its screen was blank. 

“No one’s home,” he said. 

“Well then, no point coming in,” the second one said as he pointed to 
the neighboring house. “Let’s ask that man on the porch. What’s he, an ex- 
miner?” 

The first man looked at the neighbor in question. “No,” he corrected, 
“this one used to be a mechanic. Now a simple drunk. Dirty socks, means 
no wife. Likes fishing. A bit senile, but friendly.” 

They walked up to the old man sitting on his porch. The first black- 
suited man smiled and said: “Good day, sir. What a beautiful town this is, 
and rightly named too: Paradise.” 


The old man made a sound akin to the mooing of an angry cow. 

“Yep, our little hell—Paradise—is a beautiful hole, no doubt!” he 
guffawed. 

“Do you by chance know the kid who lives in that house over there?” 

The old man sipped his beer and took a long hard look at the two 
Strangers. 

“T sure do!” he answered. “My girlfriend been hangin’ with ’is dad, 
until she got run in. She’s in women’s prison, like my sister!” 

“Do you know when the boy is supposed to come home?” 

“Huh? How the hell would I know that? The only thing I know fer sure 
is this beer tastes more like shit every year, and it ain’t gettin’ cheaper!” the 
old man said as he opened a new beer can and poured some beer on the 
porch. “Phew, no plutonium in this un either. Barney really oughta confess 
*bout his little slip-up at the brewery!” 

The two men thanked him and headed toward Paradise. 

“Let’s take a walk,” the first man said. ““We’ll pay that kid another visit 
later.” 

“What did you say they call him?” asked the second. 

“Postal Dude.” 

“Postal Dude? Ha! I want to ask him where he got that name before we 
rip his eyes out.” 

At that moment, the second man looked back at the house and saw 
someone go in through the back door. 

“That must be him now,” he said. 

“Well,” the other man smiled, “that was a short walk.” 


w*K* 


Postal Dude did not even bother to close the back door after him. He 
threw his backpack down, took out a can of soda, and leaned against the 
wall. The foam ran down his goatee and dripped onto his old, faded jeans as 
he drank. 

The youth felt uneasy, but the cold drink calmed him. Postal Dude 
shook the sand off his favorite T-shirt, which had a silver alien head on the 
front. He looked around dozily, then sank into the armchair. He had 
successfully gotten away with robbing the farmer. 


But Postal Dude never wanted to steal. This was the first real robbery in 
his 16 years of life. He still remembered what he heard every Sunday mass 
as a little boy, and tried hard not to break the Ten Commandments. 

He sat in silence, legs sprawled out, and thought about everything that 
happened over the last few months. Even back in March, he would not have 
robbed anyone. Back in March, things were completely different... 


Chapter Two 
“The Hit-Man” 


Back in March on a sunny day, Postal Dude—as always—-visited the 
derelict garage inside a hill on a sand flat not far from where he lived. He 
and his best friend Bud had found that garage and the abandoned gas station 
adjoining it back in elementary school, and made the place theirs. 

After that, the youth headed to school. In his opinion, tenth grade in 
Eastside High School wasn’t that much different from grade four, except 
that math was harder. 

His primary concern that day was that at last night’s party, Caitlin had 
told Kelly that Postal Dude told Carrie—in bed—that Hannah was the 
hottest girl he had ever slept with. The youth had actually said that Hannah 
was the hottest “nerd” he had ever slept with, but apparently Carrie heard 
“oirl,” and took the remark as a personal insult. And now, the cheerleaders 
plotted against him, against Hannah, and against Corey—who had been 
doing his homework at the party instead of dancing like everybody else. 

I can t believe I said it in the first place, Postal Dude thought, opening 
his locker. J’m always so careful. And I’ve only had 20 beers! 

“Hey there, PD!” a familiar voice said. 

Postal Dude looked up and saw his best friend, Bud—a chubby, short- 
haired youth whose father was a rich farmer. Despite being quite tall, Bud 
barely reached Postal Dude’s chin. 

“Hey, Bud,” Postal Dude muttered. 

“What’s eating you now?” Bud asked. “Don’t tell me it’s our...” he 
lowered his voice before he finished, “garage pals.” 

“Nope, that would have been very painful,” Postal Dude smiled. 

The two headed to class. 

“No, really, what’s the matter?” Bud insisted. “If it’s the girls, you can 
just stay home until they cool off.” 

“Yeah,” Postal Dude sighed. “Why don’t I just quit school then? With 
all the unexcused absences I have this year, I’m a perfect candidate for 
summer school.” 

“Hey, I hear it’s easier to sneak booze in here in the summer.” 

“That’s a relief. Oh yeah, speaking of booze, new rule: vodka and crack 
go separately. I spent last night kissing ‘the porcelain god’ instead of 
kissing Heather.” 


They entered the classroom and moved their desks close together as was 
their custom, so that in case of a pop quiz Bud would not have to look far 
for answers. 

Soon, other students started to come in. There was Bob, Ed, Corey, and 
then Caitlin and Kelly. They looked at Postal Dude in such a menacing way 
that he wished he had a gun with him just in case. 

Bob and Ed started to chat with Postal Dude and Bud. 

“Guy’s not here,” Ed said. “Jerry and Rodgers must have kicked his ass 
for real!” 

“And who hasn’t kicked his ass except your baby sister?” Postal Dude 
sneered. 

“You guys should take it easy on ’im,” said Bud. “He’s just shy.” 

“He’s a fuckin’ asshole,” Ed chuckled. “He doesn’t even...” 

The clock on the wall struck eight, and the math teacher, Ms. Pleats, 
entered the classroom. The students grew quiet. 

“Ms. Pleats!” Postal Dude said as he raised his hand. 

The young teacher looked at him through her glasses. 

“You look absolutely gorgeous in that skirt,” the youth said in a slow, 
smooth voice. 

The class giggled. Ms. Pleats pursed her lips. 

“Thank you, PD,” she said in a stern voice and turned away. 

The youth sprawled out on his seat and took off his jacket, beaming 
with delight. Bud couldn’t get so comfortable, as Ms. Pleats suddenly asked 
the students to put away their books and passed out a dreaded pop quiz. 

“T was absent all last week,” Bud whispered to his friend. ““Why didn’t 
the bitch give the quiz then?!” 

The students started writing. Postal Dude was on the last problem when 
he felt an urge to steal a glance at Ms. Pleats. He raised his head and his 
gaze settled on her breasts, which thrust out her blouse. To him, she was the 
personification of austerity. He started picturing her nude in the most 
obscene poses. What if you’re not such a goody-two-shoes, Ms. Pleats? the 
youth addressed her in his thoughts. Don ¢ tell me I dont turn you on, being 
six-foot-eight, having washboard abs, and wearing jeans that tight. His 
smile faded. But then, maybe it’s a good thing if I’m not your type, ’cuz 
Caitlin and Kelly are good at getting teachers fired. 

He went back to completing his quiz. 


Suddenly, the sound of screaming came from the hallway. The students 
looked at the door. Someone offered to collect bids in case a fight was 
starting. But the screaming was followed by gunshots. 

The whole class began to panic. Students dove under the desks and tried 
to climb out the windows. Ms. Pleats ordered everyone to calm down. She 
raced to secure the bullet-proof door. But there was one student who had 
not lost his composure. Postal Dude got up and stormed out of the 
classroom. 

“PD!” the teacher cried after him. 

The youth ignored her. He turned the corner and crept down the hall. All 
the teachers had already locked their respective classrooms by that time. 
Everything was quiet. 

Postal Dude turned another corner and nearly stepped on a girl’s body in 
a pool of blood. Suddenly, a burst of gunfire sounded from one floor up. 
The youth ran up the staircase toward the sound. But when he reached the 
next floor, silence fell again. 

Postal Dude looked at the twisted corpses of the students. He 
accidentally stepped on a chunk of what had been someone’s heart and 
cursed. At that time, gunfire sounded again. Postal Dude rushed up the 
stairs. 

He crept down the hall, then peered out from around the corner. He saw 
the killer. It was Guy, the loner with messy hair and dirty clothes. He was 
armed with a machine-gun. 

“T knew it was gonna be you this time!” Postal Dude sneered, walking 
toward him. 

Guy wheeled around, stared, wide-eyed, then aimed his gun at Postal 
Dude. 

Postal Dude stopped in his tracks. He looked completely tranquil. 

“Think I won’t shoot?!” Guy cried with agitation. “Just ’cuz you let me 
copy your notes?” 

“Actually,” Postal Dude said, smiling, “you won’t shoot ’cuz you’re 
outta ammo.” 

Guy looked at his weapon in surprise. 

“T just wanna ask you somethin’,” Postal Dude continued. “What the 
hell are you shooting for?” 

Guy shook with wrath. “I don’t have to answer to you!” he shouted. 
“You’re just another chickenshit!” 


He moaned and pulled his hair. Postal Dude’s formidability made him 
feel as though the walls were closing in on him. 

“T hate them all!’ Guy went on. “They must all die! They think they’re 
better than me! Just ’cuz I’m not like them! ’Cuz I don’t fit in! 
Motherfucking shit!” 

Postal Dude shrugged and said, “Well, seems like you got most of ’em. 
So will you please hurry up and kill yourself or however these things 
usually end, so I can go back to class and finish the quiz? I won’t let my 
GPA suffer ’cuz of some freak shooting people.” 

Guy gaped at him. “You’re fucking dead!” the killer bawled as he flung 
aside his machine gun and whipped out a pistol. 

But before he aimed, Postal Dude charged and knocked him down. Guy 
pulled the trigger, and blood spurted out of Postal Dude’s shoulder. 

“Get off me, asshole!” Guy yelled, struggling. 

But Postal Dude had the gun now. He started hitting Guy in the face 
with it. Guy’s nose broke. Blood and mucus spurted everywhere. 

Guy’s piercing cries infuriated Postal Dude. He knocked out Guy’s 
teeth, and Guy began to choke on them, spitting in Postal Dude’s face. 

Postal Dude became frenzied. He swung his arm with all his might and 
hit Guy on the forehead. There was a crunch, and Guy froze. 

Postal Dude sat still. He gazed at what was left of the unmoving face, 
unable to remember what had made him so angry. The youth never intended 
to do anything of the sort...1t just happened this way. 

“I’m sorry,” he muttered as he got up off the corpse. 

Postal Dude heard sirens outside and hastened to leave. 


KK * 


Police cars lined up before the school’s main entrance. People peered 
out of the neighboring buildings. 

Postal Dude slipped out through the back door and left the school 
grounds. He went looking for his elder sister. She was at the hair salon not 
from Eastside High School. When she saw her blood-splattered brother 
through the window, she gasped and rushed outside. 

“You poor thing!” she cried, hugging him. “What happened?” 

“A school shooting,” Postal Dude muttered. 

“What? But that’s the third time this year!” 


“Yep. One less than last year.” 

His sister stepped away and sighed. She was almost as tall as he, with 
the same thin frame, green eyes, and fiery-red hair, only hers was long and 
clumped into a ponytail. There was a certain sense of lightness to her 
expression, completely opposite of the pensiveness of her brother’s 
countenance. 

“Come on,” she said, “I’m taking you to the hospital.” 

“No, Fey, you know I’ve no insurance!” 

Her name was Janna, but he called her Fey since childhood. Janna 
shook her head. They sat down on the curbside. She took his T-shirt off him 
and used it to bandage his shoulder. 

“It was Guy,” Postal Dude said. “I knew it was gonna be a student this 
time.” 

“How did he sneak weapons into school though?” Janna asked. “Don’t 
you guys have a metal detector?” 

“Not anymore. They exchanged it for that newly invented alcohol 
scanner or whatever. Basically you can’t sneak in booze anymore. Why do 
you think George and I dug a tunnel to the school basement?” 

Janna finished bandaging his shoulder. 

They sat in silence for a while. 

“Say,” Postal Dude smiled, “were you scared just now when you saw 
me?” 

Janna looked at him despondently. “Was I scared?” she repeated quietly, 
ruffling his hair. “You silly thing, if something happens to you, I will be the 
only one to blame.” 

“How come?” 

“Because guys are pretty much mentally retarded until about 25,” she 
said jokingly. 

“Oh yeah?” Postal Dude jumped up and tagged his sister. “Well, you’re 
it!” 

Janna smiled. “Thank you for proving my point.” 

“Don’t tell me you’re chicken!” Postal Dude teased. “You never back 
out of a...” Suddenly he fell silent. A worried look came over his face. 

Janna looked in the same direction as her brother and noticed a stranger 
in a black suit quickly walking toward them. He wore an unpleasant smile. 

“Who is that?” Janna whispered. 

“No clue,” Postal Dude replied. 


Several things flitted through his mind. Something told him to run, but 
he did not want to leave his sister. The stranger stopped abruptly and pulled 
out a machine gun. 

“Young man, it’s not your money,” he said and fired a round. 

Postal Dude was pressed into the wall. Janna stood paralyzed with 
shock. 

The gunfire ended. Postal Dude itched to tear the man’s throat out. But 
when he tried to step forward, he doubled over, wrapped his arms around 
his stomach and fell to his knees. A stream of blood gushed from his mouth. 

“See if you can save him now, doc!” the man said to Janna and quickly 
disappeared from the scene. 

Janna looked at her brother, then ran to the school, screaming for help. 
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When the paramedics got to him, Postal Dude was still on his knees, 
spitting blood. 

“Fey...2’m cool...it’s fine...” he whispered to Janna as she ran up to 
him. 

His sister buried her face in her hands. The paramedics helped the youth 
to the ambulance. 

“Meredith will keep me alive...” he stammered, but Janna did not hear 
him. 

The ambulance sped off toward the local hospital. 4 hit-man, Postal 
Dude thought as he lost consciousness. 


Chapter Three 
“The Garage” 


Postal Dude thought hard about the incident while he was in the 
hospital. “What fucking money was he talking about?” the youth wondered. 
“T can barely afford food! Or beer!” 

Postal Dude wished he did not have to spend so much on alcohol. But 
every time he got ready to leave the house, his mother would tell him to buy 
beer, even if there was still plenty of it at home. 

“Mom,” the youth said once, “I don’t mind helping you, but think about 
your health. You shouldn’t drink so much.” 

“Shut up tellin’ me what to do!” she snapped, sitting sprawled out in 
front of the TV. 

“But Mom—”’ 

“T said shut up! You ain’t got respect for no one! And why would ya 
when Uncle Moneybag tells ya what a good boy ya are and gives ya $1,000 
dollar toys?” 

“At least Uncle Dave cares if I have toys at all!” 

The youth left the house and went east on the highway, to the secret 
garage near the ruins of an abandoned gas station. When he got there, he 
walked up to the rusty gates in the hill and inserted his key into the lock. As 
he opened the gates, he recoiled. A foul stench emanated from within. 

“Buffalo diarrhea smells better than this,” the youth muttered as he sat 
down. 

A light breeze began to blow. Postal Dude heaved a deep sigh. 

“You know what I think?” he said to the darkness. “I think Mom will 
never be happy until Dad comes back. And he won’t.” 

The youth lit a cigarette. 

“T don’t know what to do,” he continued. “Would it be Christianly of me 
if I don’t bring her beer like she asked?” 

Low muffled growling came from the darkness. 

“Growling at me?” Postal Dude punched the sand. “Impudent shit! Man 
is made in God’s image, and no one dares growl at him, you hear?” 

He threw off his backpack and took a plastic bag out. It was full of raw 
meat. The youth started to break pieces off the meat and toss them into the 
garage. 


“Here, eat!” he said, lowering his voice. “And forget this whole in 
God’s image thing...man is nothing. Any dog can growl at him.” 

The growling subsided. Postal Dude threw the empty bag inside, then 
lay down on the ground and listened to the clanging of chains and a peculiar 
squelching sound. And as he now lay in the hospital bed, he thought of that 
sound and wondered when he would hear it again. 


KK * 


Finally, Janna came to see him. She pulled up a chair and sat at his 
bedside. 

“Why didn’t you run when you saw that jerk?” she asked. “I know you 
wanted to.” 

Postal Dude sighed heavily and said, “Yeah, but I couldn’t leave you. 
And you? Why didn’t you run, Fey? I would never get over it if something 
happened to you.” 

Janna closed her eyes, trying to stifle tears. There was a silence. 

“T wonder,” Postal Dude said, “if I died, how would Mom arrange the 
funeral?” 

“God!” Janna cut him off. “Can’t you ever talk about something 
positive?” 

“Alright, Doctor,” he said, sitting up and pretending to suck his thumb. 
“What happened when Winnie-the-Pooh and Piglet ran into Little Red 
Riding Hood in the woods?” 

Janna rolled her eyes. “Do you know who attacked you?” she asked. 

“Who cares? That guy was clearly just hired.” 

“Hired?” Janna exclaimed. “Goodness, who would want you dead, of all 
people? You didn’t actually take someone’s money, did you?” 

Again, Postal Dude mimicked a whiny child. “Awen’t’ you gonna finish 
the stowy about Winnie, Piglet, and Little Wed Widing Hood?” he said, 
purposely mispronouncing the r’s. “Little Red Riding Hood said she was 
going to see her grandma. But Pooh, who knew the forest well, said there 
were no grandmas living in it. Little Red Riding Hood was very surprised 
and did not believe him. But Piglet sheepishly affirmed that this was so.” 

“Listen, I’m serious!” Janna said with irritation. “Can’t you see ’'m 
worried?” 


He gave his sister a grave look. “If you won’t finish, I will. When Little 
Red Riding Hood looked around and saw that she was lost, she began to 
cry. She stared at the two strange beings made of straw and cotton. The red- 
eyed teddy bear muttered indistinctly. Behind him a fearful porcelain pig 
hummed and hawed, scratching its ear with its plastic hoof. Sobbing, Little 
Red Riding Hood took out a gun, pressed the muzzle to her forehead, and 
pulled the trigger.” 


Chapter Four 
“The New Chief” 


A few days later Postal Dude was ready to be checked out of the 
hospital. He got dressed and left the ward. As he walked down the hallway, 
he heard a female voice coming from a room nearby, “Yeah, it was actually 
a terrorist attack. But you did not learn that from me, ok?” 

Intrigued by the mention of terrorists, the youth stopped and listened. 
But the female voice did not bring up the subject anymore. It proceeded to 
recount the story of some man who lived with a poker in his throat 
following a chimney accident on Christmas Eve. 

Finally, out of the office came a chubby nurse and a cheerful-looking 
doctor. 

“Hey there!” the doctor exclaimed, blocking Postal Dude’s way. 
“Feeling better?” 

“Sure am,” replied Postal Dude. He wanted to ask about the terrorist 
attack, but the doctor spoke first. 

“You’re a celebrity here, boy!” he said. “People with your kind of 
injuries usually end up in the morgue.” 

“Guess I have good karma,” the youth smiled lightheartedly. 

“Indeed! And funny that you should mention karma! Nurse Brown and I 
were just discussing those future-predicting techniques my friend at 
Harvard is trying to develop. See, he suspects that a person’s fate—or 
karma—might be partially encoded in dark matter or dark energy. So we 
need to patent fortune-telling insurance right away!” 

“Say what?” the youth asked. 

“Fortune-telling insurance!” the doctor continued excitedly. “See, when 
science finds a way to accurately predict people’s futures, people will be 
skeptical at first. They will want to be insured in case these predictions 
don’t come true. But because most predictions will come true, as we will 
have an accurate method for making them, we will collect yearly insurance 
fees without having to compensate too many individuals. Our profits will be 
huge! I will finally buy that mansion on the hill I’ve always wanted. And 
the one next to it too.” 

Postal Dude was still curious about the terrorist attack, so he politely 
listened to the loquacious doctor. But while the doctor talked, a burly, 
middle-aged policeman walked up to them. 


“Good afternoon,” he said with a cold smile. “I’m looking for a 
sophomore by the name of Postal Dude, and something tells me that he is 
right in front of me.” 

Postal Dude frowned. He did not like the man’s tone, or the way he 
looked at him. 

“Oh, of course!” the doctor exclaimed. “I almost forgot about the school 
shooting investigation. Please,” he gestured at an open door, “you 
gentlemen can speak in private in this office, Mr....” 

“Mr. Ross, Chief of Police,” the man introduced himself. 

I wonder what happened to the old chief? the youth thought. 

Ross and Postal Dude entered the office. The youth sprawled out on the 
patient’s chair. 

“And so begins my career in Paradise,” Ross said pensively, as if to 
himself. “A wacko brings a gun to school.” 

“Well,” the youth said with a smile, “wackos are a countrywide 
problem. But look on the bright side: local pollution levels are 40 percent 
lower than those of the next cleanest mining town in America. Paradise 1s 
the perfect place for you and your family.” 

Ross sneered. “Boy,” he said, “I almost thought you’d end with ‘call 
now to get a discount.’” 

“Oh, you’re fine,” Postal Dude replied in a nasty tone of voice, “seniors 
get in for free.” 

The Chief leaned on the table. The youth wrinkled his nose. He found 
Ross’s company unpleasant, and had a hunch that the feeling was mutual. 

“Well, I’m happy for seniors,” Ross said with a mocking smile, “but 
they don’t concern me nearly as much as you school kids.” 

“My bad. I can never tell a gerontophile from a pedo,” Postal Dude 
replied, barely suppressing laughter. 

There was a silence. 

“Go on, monkey around, smartass,” the Chief said. “See where it gets 
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ya. 

The youth exclaimed, “Listen, I’m not trying to be mean, I’m just 
confused! Why are you here? An officer already questioned me. I told him 
everything.” 

“If I’m here, it’s for a reason. So just sit back, relax, and tell me what 
happened at school from beginning to end.” 


Postal Dude sighed. Fuckin’ Sherlock Holmes, he thought. After a 
moment he replied, “There isn’t much to tell, really. Guy killed some 
people, then I killed him.” 

“But you voluntarily left the classroom during a shooting!” Ross settled 
into the doctor’s chair. “Weren’t you scared?” 

“Scared?” Postal Dude asked with genuine surprise. “I doubt Guy 
could’ve scared a three-year-old. It’s just that when he started shooting, the 
quiz obviously got called off, and I got pissed ’cuz I was doing really well 
on it. So I figured P’'d go see what moron brought a piece to school and kick 
his ass.” 

Silence fell. Ross took a long, hard look at Postal Dude, then abruptly 
smashed his fist on the table. 

“You think this is an audition for the circus here?” the Chief thundered. 
“You tellin’ me you went after an armed psycho because he interrupted 
your quiz?” 

“Well, duh! Why else would I bother?” 

Ross stared in disbelief, then chuckled and said, “Alright, you know 
what? It’s fine. Go ahead and describe the school shooting in detail.” 

Postal Dude longed to go home, so he quickly told Ross every little 
detail he remembered about the incident—even the approximate number of 
zits that had been on Guy’s face. But once Postal Dude finished, he noticed 
a self-satisfied look on the Chief’s face. 

“Well,” Ross grinned, “looks like you’re a little liar.” 

“What?” Postal Dude cried. 

“You told the officer that Guy shot ya. Yet the bullets taken outta you 
did not match his gun.” 

The youth stared, wide-eyed. “You actually ran everything through the 
lab?” 

“Indeed. See, under the old chief, the boys at the station may have 
played poker. But under my command, they investigate every crime like 
they ought to. So I know that after killing Guy, you got attacked by 
someone else. So, who was it?” 

Postal Dude said nothing. He looked very discontented. 

“Come on,” Ross said, “give me a name, and then you can go home to 
mommy.” 

“T don’t know the fucker!” the youth snapped. 

“Okay then, what did he look like?” 


“T don’t remember shit!” 

Ross glanced at his watch. “Well,” he said, “you think about it, son. 
That killer was after you alone. So you think real careful.” 

With that, the Chief rose and stretched. “Let’s call it a day. Get well, 
kid,” Ross added condescendingly as he walked out the door. 

“Thanks a ton,” the youth sneered. “That’s about how much you weigh, 
I figure.” 

Postal Dude stood up and headed to the hospital lobby to check out of 
the hospital. The elderly receptionist looked at him, adjusted her pajamas, 
and gave him an estimate of the price of his stay. 

Postal Dude gaped at the paper in disbelief. “I can’t pay this,” he 
muttered. “I’ve no insurance.” 

“Don’t worry,” the receptionist smiled, “you can take out a loan.” She 
handed him a form. “A nice new credit company just opened in town, and 
they can help you pay for everything, as long as you get a permanent job in 
the next few years. They just require that you have a large family, so that if 
you suddenly die, the loan can be transferred to Mommy, Daddy, or 
someone else, okay, hon’?” 

Postal Dude returned her big, friendly smile. “I'll think about it,” he 
said and went out the door. 

Janna was already waiting for him in the parking lot. 

“Damn, I don’t wanna take out loans,” Postal Dude complained to his 
sister, “and I’m too proud to ask Uncle Dave for money...” He paused and 
showed Janna the bruise he had found on his arm. “See this? Let’s get 
someone to testify that I got raped during the operation, and sue the hospital 
for millions, what’d’ya say?” 

“Thank God,” Janna said with a smile, “you’ve made a full recovery.” 

“T don’t feel like I have though,” Postal Dude replied as he got into her 
car. “Prob’ly ’cuz I just had a chat with the police. Their new chief’s so up 
his own ass I can already see that motherfucking cunthead implementing 
skateboard parking tickets!” 


Chapter Five 
“Melancholy” 


Postal Dude entered his house. “Hey Mom, I’m back!” he said 
cheerfully, seeing the emaciated figure leaning over the sink in the kitchen. 
His mother was silent. She wore green pants and a pink shirt with a 

patch. Her face was concealed by her frizzled hair. 

“Mom, you okay?” Postal Dude asked. 

“Oh, Tony,” she said hoarsely, “you’ve finally come 

“This isn’t Tony, Mom, it’s me. I got outta the...I’m home.” 

The woman raised her head. Her skin was withered by the desert 
climate. Her lank cheeks and deep wrinkles made it hard to imagine that she 
had ever been attractive. 

“Oh...” she drawled, looking at her son indifferently, “yeah, you. I 
remember you.” 

The youth sighed. “Mom,” he said, approaching her and cautiously 
taking away her beer can, “I think you’ve had enough for today.” 

The woman looked at her empty hands and moved her lips soundlessly. 
Postal Dude knew that it was best to back away. But he didn’t have time. 
His mother’s fist smashed right into the bridge of his nose. 

“Bastard!” she yelled. “Who you tellin’ ‘enough,’ huh? Me?” 

Postal Dude backed up into a corner, holding his bleeding nose. 

“The nerve! Tellin’ his mother ‘enough’!” the woman continued. She 
went into the living room, then came back and looked at her son. Postal 
Dude kept his head down. 

“You rotten little piece o’ shit,” the woman said quietly. “I used to think 
I’m a bad mother. But Janna turned out nice. That means I know how to 
raise kids. It’s just that you’re shit. All men are shit. You, David, Tony. All 
ya bastards!” 

Silence fell. The kitchen was flooded with daylight, reflecting in the 
copper chandelier. The sound of wind chimes on the back porch could be 
heard as they rocked in the light breeze. 

Postal Dude did not move, expecting his mother to keep yelling at him. 
But it was as if she had lost sight of her son. She went into the living room, 
picked up a can of beer and dropped into the armchair as if nothing had 
happened. 
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When she turned on the TV, Postal Dude crept up to the back door and 
quietly slipped out of the house. 

He walked to town, found a payphone, and called Bud, Mark, and Bob. 
The four friends decided to meet up downtown. 

“The principal called you a hero,” Mark announced when he saw Postal 
Dude. “You really kicked some ass!” 

“T’ll say!” Bob joined in. 

“Was it scary?” Bud asked. 

Postal Dude only gave a faint smile and said, “Not as scary as being on 
Caitlin’s bad side. At least now I’Il be safe at school. I doubt our 
cheerleaders are gonna take revenge on anyone titled ‘school hero.’” 

The four friends headed to the movies. On the way there, while Mark 
talked to Bob, Bud asked Postal Dude, “What’s with your nose?” 

“Motorcycle repair accident,” Postal Dude lied. 

“Oh.” 

“Say, Bud,” Postal Dude asked after a pause, “do you think it’s 
Christianly of me to be tryin’ to make Mom stop drinking?” 

“Well, sure. Drinkin’s bad for ’er.” 

“But what about the commandment to honor one’s mother and father? 
Am I not breaking it by tryin’ to do good?” 

Bud only shrugged in response. 

The youths got to the movie theater, took their seats, and occupied 
themselves with the popcorn. Postal Dude whispered to his friends what he 
intended to do to the pretty blonde in the front row. 

They roared with laughter, and Bob pointed out, “I’m pretty sure you’d 
need a second dick for that!” 

Everyone enjoyed the movie. Afterward, the youths stopped at a fast- 
food café. 

“It was fun, albeit unrealistic,” Postal Dude. “No person has that much 
blood in them.” 

“Volunteers? Dude’ll demonstrate!” said Mark, and everyone laughed. 

“PD, it’s like you didn’t even see that movie,” Bud said, sipping his 
Coke. “Were you thinking about your own stuff or something?” 

“Naw!” Postal Dude smiled. “If the stuff I was thinkin’ about was my 
own, I’d be a hermaphrodite.” 

Again, the four friends roared with laughter. 


“Fuckin’ cunt addict!” Mark cackled. “Bring some ice to sit on next 
time!” 

“Hey,” replied Postal Dude, “you know what I say: I came, I saw, I 
fucked ’er.” 

When the youths left the café, it was already dark. 

“A fine evening,” Postal Dude announced. “And a perfect time to give 
the law a good ass-fucking.” 

Bob and Mark both frowned. They knew what Postal Dude meant, and 
pictured themselves hiding in an alley while their friend would be 
convincing a clerk that he really is of age and therefore entitled to purchase 
three cases of beer. Since last time this almost ended in an arrest, Bob 
emphatically shook his head and said, “Can’t. I promised Matt I’d stop by.” 

“Oh, you too?” Mark asked hastily. “Cool, let’s go together.” 

Once Bob and Mark left, Postal Dude and Bud burst out laughing. 

“What’s with you, Dude?” Bud said. “It’s too big a crime for ’em! 
Jaywalkin’s their limit!” 

“The more for us,” Postal Dude replied with a smile. 

Bud himself didn’t want to get into trouble, but followed his friend 
anyway. To his relief, Postal Dude put off the alcohol quest for another day 
and headed out of town, following the highway. 

Once the two friends were so far away that Paradise became a handful 
of shiny dots on the horizon, Postal Dude said, “This looks like a safe place 
to talk business.” 

They turned off the road, the grass rustling under their sneakers. The 
field was shrouded in darkness, and the two friends walked slowly, trying 
not to trip. Finally, they stopped. Postal Dude lay down on his back and 
fastened his eyes on the stars, which flickered like tiny sugar crystals high 
above. 

“Damn, that movie was great!” Bud said, plopping down next to his 
friend. “It rocks to be a vampire, to live forever and do what you want.” 

Postal Dude gazed intently at the stars, trying to guess which ones were 
already dead and playing a trick on him with their perpetual glow, and 
which ones still ruled the sky, and—perhaps—warmed someone’s heart 
upon a distant planet. 

“Maybe it is good to live forever,” he replied slowly, “but only if your 
life is filled with an awareness of something greater. If you live without 
ever looking through your own earthly existence to see infinite versions of 


yourself projected through the infinity of universes, then your existence is 
in vain.” 

Bud sat with mouth agape. 

“Shit,” he drawled, “I have no idea what the fuck you just said!” 

“Me neither. Let’s go easy on the weed.” 

They both laughed. 

“No, seriously,” Postal Dude went on, “life must be full o’ stuff. And it 
must continue beyond the grave, otherwise what’s the diff how long you 
live?” 

“What’d’ya mean, what’s the diff?” Bud shrugged. “The longer you 
live, the more chances you have to enjoy life. Besides, why think about 
death? Me, I’m livin’ my life, but I’m not thinkin’ that I’m gonna die 
someday.” 

Postal Dude heaved a deep sigh. “What I’Il never understand, Bud, is 
how you’re able to do that.” 

After a pause, he said, “Whatever. Listen, we were gonna talk business, 
weren’t we?” 

Bud looked over his shoulder to his friend and asked, ““What’s there to 
talk about? They’re just chilling down there in the garage.” 

“Exactly,” Postal Dude began, lighting up a joint. “I feed them, but 
that’s about it. We’re not doing anything with them like we thought we 
would. So why not let them go?” 

“Whoa-whoa-whoa, hold it, PD!” Bud cried in consternation, also 
pulling out a joint. “They’re the coolest fucking thing that ever happened to 
anyone in the history of humankind. We can use ’em to get glory, power, 
anything! You can’t talk about lettin’ ’em go.” 

Postal Dude frowned. His features somewhat resembled a bare skull in 
the moonlight, making Bud flinch. 

“Fuckin’ shit, Bud,” said Postal Dude, “get real. You think they gonna 
help ya run for president? Or did ya want to just parade through town with a 
buncha—” 

“Not so loud!” Bud interrupted fearfully. 

“There’s no one here!” Postal Dude snapped, but still listened warily to 
the silence. 

“Alright, sissy,” he said after a pause, “we’ll talk about this later. Now 
gimme $30 for the food.” 

“Thirty? Why so fuckin’ much?” 


“They raised the prices at Meat World. How did you miss that, fat-ass?” 

“Shut up!” Bud snapped, looking at his paunch with vexation. 

After some grumbling, Bud relented, and they left the subject. They 
discussed the safest way to sneak into Ms. Pleats’s office in order to make 
some changes to Bud’s report card, and went home. 


Chapter Six 
“Getting Nowhere” 


The next morning, as Postal Dude was passing some houses on his way 
to school, he saw an old man peering into the hood of a worn-down car. 

“Good morning, sir!” the youth said, approaching him. “I don’t 
recommend calling the services. They’!l charge at least $200. I'll fix 
whatever is wrong with your car for $50.” 

The old man looked at him in surprise. “Are ya good with cars?” he 
mumbled. 

“Sure am! Just gimme 15 minutes, and she’ll be good to go!” 

The old man went to sit on the porch. Postal Dude set out to work on the 
car. All the while, he kept glancing at the dozing man. Poor guy, the youth 
thought. How can you not think of death when it’s the only future in this 
world? Postal Dude sighed. But whatever. Sadness is futile. I guess the 
solution is to stop loving life. 

Finally, the youth closed the hood and walked over to the old man. 

“All done, sir!” he said. 

The man woke up, looked at the car, and reached for his wallet. But 
Postal Dude raised his hand in protest. “No, I changed my mind,” he said. 
“Today’s too nice of a day to charge anyone.” 

Postal Dude turned around and continued on his way along the quiet 
street lined with trees. He recalled sadly how he used to buy movies and 
books with his earnings. But ever since his mother lost her job, every penny 
he made started to go toward paying bills. 

“Well, no more broken cars around here,” Postal Dude muttered. “Pity 
sure is expensive! Gave up five meals to help an old guy!” 

“You little sleaze,” a husky voice suddenly said inside his head. “Think 
you’re a Christian? Think ya helped the old man outta pity? You’re just 


showing off!” 

“T told you not to talk to me during school hours!” the youth said 
angrily. 

Soon, he reached downtown. The heat was intolerable. He put on his 
sunglasses. 


“Now, I don’t know if pure conscience is a real thing,” Postal Dude 
added, “but The Bible says to help others, and that’s exactly what Ill do. 


Who knows, maybe one day I’Il wake up, and ‘boom,’ the world is a better 
place because of me.” 

Before he knew it, someone knocked him down on the ground, stepped 
on his chest, and shoved the muzzle of a machine gun into his mouth. 

“Stay down!” a voice bellowed from above. 

Someone else took away the youth’s backpack and sunglasses, and he 
saw that he was surrounded by soldiers. One of them quickly frisked Postal 
Dude. 

“All clear!” the soldier said. 

“Check his backpack,” ordered their captain. 

Another soldier began to take things out of the backpack, enumerating 
them: “Textbook, porn mag, textbook, another porn mag, condoms, 
cigarettes, naked girl photo, scissors—very sharp, loose-leaf paper.” He 
took out the planner and announced, “Sir, reading page one of the planner, 
sir! It says ‘Essay due Monday. What’s her number? 911. She let you ride 
her? I shaved my balls...’” 

The soldier paused in confusion. The others exchanged questioning 
glances. 

“Sir, these must be a secret code, sir!” one of the servicemen suggested. 

Another pause followed. 

“Sir, we did it again, didn’t we, sir?” said the soldier with the planner in 
his hands. 

The captain heaved a deep sigh. 

The soldier standing over Postal Dude pulled the barrel out of the 
youth’s mouth. 

“Aren’t you a little overzealous, guys?” Postal Dude said, getting up. 

“Don’t you civilians watch TV?” the captain snapped. “We gave an 
announcement: any mention of explosions in public areas will result in 
immediate detention!” 

“When did I mention explosions?” 

“You said ‘boom!’” 

Postal Dude gathered his things. 

“Now listen, kid,” the captain said, drawing him aside, “no one knows 
we’re in town. This is a secret operation, so keep your mouth shut, got it?” 

“Sir, yes, sir!” Postal Dude said, jokingly saluting. 

The soldiers left as quickly as they had appeared. The youth barely 
made it to school on time. When he got there, he found that the hallways 


were filled with a hubbub of excited conversation about the military in 
town. One student recounted how his father’s rear tire exploded and how a 
team of soldiers instantly surrounded his car. Another student said that 
when his friends started lighting fireworks, two military units sprang out of 
nowhere and made everyone get on the ground. 

Postal Dude did not share his story; he decided that keeping his word 
was more important. Then he recalled what he had heard in the hospital 
about a terrorist attack. Could it be? he wondered. Terrorists in this one- 
horse town? 

After getting some good sleep in his first two classes, the youth decided 
to take a 40-minute bathroom break for the third and met up with Bud in the 
backyard. They found a secluded area and split a joint. 

“Bud,” Postal Dude said, “how long has this been goin’ on?” 

“Since you became friends with George.” 

“No, not the discount dope! The garage, I mean.” 

“Eh, nine months, I guess.” 

“Nine months? Fuck me!” 

Postal Dude folded his arms and sighed heavily. “Look,” he said, “we 
didn’t really finish yesterday’s talk.” 

Bud shook his head nervously. “Please, PD, not here.” 

“Then where, Bud?!” Postal Dude lost patience. “You just don’t wanna 
hear the truth. I’m telling you, we can’t use ’em to achieve our goals. 
What’d’ ya want in life? Girls, money, happiness, right? Well, I don’t see 
how they can help us get that.” 

“How do you know, Dude?” 

“°Cuz I’m the only one they talk to, Bud. I’m in control, not you. And I 
say it’s best to put ’em back.” 

“Oh, come on!” Bud pleaded. “Can’t we at least keep ’em till 
graduation?” 

Postal Dude gave him a scathing look, wheeled around, and marched 
back to school. 
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When they met again in class, Postal Dude and Bud sat next to each 
other as usual, but Postal Dude looked the other way. 
“Aw, shit, PD!” Bud finally said. “What did I say to make ya mad?” 


Postal Dude sighed. “Nothing, Buddy,” he replied. “It ain’t you. I guess 
I’m just feeling blue lately.” 

“Then do something about it! Don’t sit there like a fucking emo!” 

“You're right,” Postal Dude smiled, getting up. “I know a cure.” 

The class was noisy, as the teacher had not come yet. But when Postal 
Dude walked over to Mary—a timid girl with big round glasses in the front 
row—everyone fell silent. When Mary saw him towering over her desk 
with a grin on his face, her voice got stuck in her throat. Postal Dude leaned 
on her desk and boomed, “Oh, Maria, your prince has arrived!” 

Bud could barely refrain from laughing. 

“He had no permit for cattle transportation, and the customs claimed his 
valiant steed.” Postal Dude pressed a hand to his heart. “The bank 
foreclosed on his castle mortgage, but the young knight retaliated by filing 
for bankruptcy. And now, he is ready to start a whole new life on social 
security. That is why he sought thee out, oh fair maiden, so that thee may 
bestow one of thy precious kisses upon his eager lips!” 

Postal Dude grabbed Mary and pulled her close. The girl barely turned 
her head in time, so that the kiss landed on her cheek instead of upon her 
lips. 

The whole class was roaring with laughter. Whistling came from 
everywhere. 

“Get away from me, jerk!” Mary murmured, trying to squirm out of his 
grip. 

The contented youth let go of her and looked at Bud. “I’m cured,” 
Postal Dude said with a smile. 

“Hey, Postie-boy!” a stern female voice called out to him. 

The youth spun around and saw Nancy—the blond, long-legged 
basketball player who happened to be Mary’s close friend. 

“Bankrupt prince isn’t Mary’s thing, but I’m kinda turned on,” said 
Nancy, looking the youth up and down. 

The next instant, she grabbed Postal Dude’s crotch so forcefully that he 
let out a squeal. The students were splitting their sides with laughter. Bud 
almost fell off his chair. 

Nancy kicked Postal Dude in the legs, and the youth fell. With a chortle, 
the girl went back to her desk. When the teacher entered the classroom, he 
was greeted by uproarious laughter and the sight of Postal Dude on the floor 
rubbing his groin and making an obscene tongue gesture at Nancy. 
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At the end of the school day, an assembly was held in memory of those 
who died in the school shooting and in honor of “the school hero.” The 
mayor and the heads of the local businesses all attended. Postal Dude gave 
a short speech, saying that every American has the right to take quizzes 
without being interrupted by shootings. The audience applauded wildly. 

When the principal, Mr. Heckman, asked the youth before the press and 
TV crews what he would like as an award, Postal Dude inquired if anyone 
could help him pay his medical bill. 

“Oh, forget it, you deserve better,” said one of the businessmen in 
attendance and handed him an envelope. “This is from all of Paradise!” 

After the assembly, the youth opened the envelope and saw that his 
award consisted of receiving a free baseball cap from the local Napalm 
Factory and car dealerships with every purchase of $10,000 or more. 


Chapter Seven 
“Forever and Ever” 


For the next two weeks, Bud’s father took him on a cruise in the 
Atlantic. Postal Dude was getting all A’s so far, so he cut school quite often, 
which gave him a lot of free time. He spent it programming, reading, and 
finding jobs. The youth made a lot of money by painting a rich man’s 
house, beat up two drug dealers with the help of the pert Mrs. Rodgers—the 
CEO of the mosquito rights protection agency, and also found out that a 
vendor of excellent opium had just opened his shop for business in 
Paradise. 

Postal Dude tried the new product with his friend George. The two 
youths felt so inspired that they headed over to Will the drummer’s house, 
where they recorded a “grindcore” album. Everyone was pleased with the 
result. Track length of the songs varied from five to 40 seconds, the drums 
resembled a pneumatic drill, and the song titles could hardly be deciphered 
without the help of a medical dictionary. The youths titled the CD Orgasm 
Refinement, and the best song subsequently became known as “Discharges 
Produced by Disfigured Genitalia Upon Completion of Postnecrotic 
Masturbation With a Colposcope and Infected Excrements.” 

The next day, when Postal Dude woke up with a clear head, he recalled 
that his sister was going back to college soon, and went to see her. He 
stopped at the Lucky Ganesh and bought a box of chocolate cherries. 

It was so sunny outside that all the houses, cars, and plants seemed to 
glow from within. Walking along a railroad track up on a mountain side, 
Postal Dude rejoiced as he looked down at the pool of light that was the 
town in morning illumination. 

Janna was staying at a friend’s house in a suburb that lacked plywood 
and empty beer cans on the sidewalks. Postal Dude turned off the railroad 
and went down a quiet little street lined with trees until he reached a stony 
path leading to a small white mansion. 

The youth walked up to the door, smoothed down his hair, and knocked. 
The door opened, and there stood a chubby lady in a summer dress. 

“Good day, ma’am,” the youth said politely. “Don’t you look 
wonderful!” 

The lady smiled and said, “Thank you, sugar. Pll go get your Sis. Now 
don’t you go hittin’ on Bridget while I’m gone!” 


“Yes, ma’am!” The youth looked at the lady’s daughter in the 
background, wearing a tank top and a mini skirt. 

Postal Dude waited on the porch until Janna came out. 

“Hey,” he said, extending the box of chocolates to her. “I got you 
something.” 

“Oh my God!” Janna exclaimed. “These are the most expensive!” 

Postal Dude shrugged. “What’s the diff? You like ’em, don’tcha?” 

Janna hugged him, but then a worried look came over her face. 

“So did they find the man who tried to kill you?” she asked. 

“No, but I remember what he looks like, so I'll kill ’1m myself if I see 
7m.” 

Janna shook her head. She left the chocolates inside, and they went for a 
walk in an empty riverbed by a mountain range. They reminisced about 
how they used to come here to swim when they were little. 

“Remember, you were sitting right there,” Janna said, gesturing at the 
riverbank, “such a tiny little thing! Always playing with your toy cars! And 
Mom was way back over there, sunbathing with two guys.” 

“Three, actually!” Postal Dude chuckled. “I hope you don’t mind DNA 
tests, cuz I wanna find out someday if we have the same father.” 

Janna smiled. Postal Dude looked at her intently and said, “Fey, there’s 
something I’ve been meaning to ask you.” 

“What?” 

“If I feel ’'m growing attached to a girl, is it stupid of me to be tryin’ to 
fight it?” 

“Well, if she’s a good person, why would you try to fight it?” 

Postal Dude sighed. “She feels a bit out of reach.” 

They talked some more, then went back to town. /’m gonna show Fey 
the garage, Postal Dude suddenly thought. J need her advice. But he 
decided not to, telling himself that a secret is a secret. 
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Afternoon drew in. Postal Dude took his sister back to her friend’s 
house and tightly embraced her goodbye. 

“T hate it when you leave,” he said. “Honestly, if I could, ’d murder 
time at some really happy moment to make happiness last forever and 
ever.” 


“Gosh, you’re so violent!” Janna patted him on the head. “Don’t you 
think Mother Time and Father Time would be sad if you killed their little 
Timey?” 

“Don’t worry, [Il kill them too,” Postal Dude replied, smiling. 

“You big bully!” 

“Yep. Guess Santa’s not getting me any presents!” 

Janna laughed. “You’ll get presents if you’re good. Remember, brush 
your teeth, wash your hands.” 

“Wear condoms, don’t share needles,” the youth picked up the list of 
good behavior. 

They laughed. Janna kissed him on the cheek, and he said “goodbye” 
and left. 


Chapter Eight 
“Grief” 


The next day, when Postal Dude came home after skateboarding with 
friends, he felt extremely unwell. He tripped on the rug, fell, and stayed on 
the floor until his mother found him. 

“Are ya sick or somethin’?” she yelled, kicking him. “It’s that damn 
desert heat!” 

The youth ignored her. He got up and went upstairs to his room. Postal 
Dude threw himself on the bed and was fast asleep, even though it was still 
sunny outside. He dreamt of something terrifying, but when he woke up in 
the middle of the night, he remembered nothing. There was a mordant pain 
in his chest. Something dark swept right past his bed, then disappeared. 

“Get out!” the youth muttered, going back to sleep. “I did not summon 
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The next morning, Postal Dude found the fridge empty. His mother 
came into the kitchen and told him to go to the store to buy her some make- 
up. 

“T wanna look pretty for Tony when he comes,” she added. 

The youth said nothing. You can wear imaginary make-up for your 
imaginary man, he thought as he left the house. 
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Postal Dude went to Bridget’s house to pick up some of Janna’s things 
as they had agreed. It was sunny outside, but a few clouds drifted across the 
sky, casting shadows on the white mansion. 

Postal Dude walked up to the door. But before he could knock, the door 
suddenly opened, and he saw Bridget. Her appearance baffled him: her hair 
was a mess, her arm was in a cast, and her mascara mixed with the tears 
streaming down her face. 

The youth stared at her in shock. Bridget suddenly uttered a frenzied 
scream and slammed the door in his face. Postal Dude just stood there until 
the door opened again, and Bridget’s weeping mother flung herself at him. 


She buried her face in his chest and groaned, “My two boys and Janna! All 
dead!” 
The youth’s mind went blank. He no longer felt anything. 
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Postal Dude kept tripping and bumping into things on his way home. 
The news of his sister’s death paralyzed him. As he had learned, Janna was 
one of those killed when the arriving train suddenly derailed, flying right 
onto the station platform. Bridget had sat by Janna’s corpse until the 
ambulance arrived. 

Now, the youth was going to tell his mother. When he got home, he saw 
her in her usual spot in front of the TV. Her face was red and swollen. 

“Mom,” Postal Dude began, but faltered and leaned against the door. 
His mother didn’t even look at him. 

“Janna’s gone,” he said. 

“O’ course Janna’s gone,” the woman scoffed. “She’s at college, ya 
idiot.” 

Postal Dude’s heart was beating like mad. “Dammit, Mom, she’s dead!” 
he cried. 

“What?!” his mother yelled, jumping to her feet. 

The youth shut his eyes. 

“You're lying,” the woman said quietly. 

“Call the morgue.” 

His mother cursed and picked up the telephone receiver. Postal Dude no 
longer knew what was happening. He only heard his mother’s screams as 
she got the news and started throwing everything within her reach at him. 

Suddenly, the yelling stopped. The youth felt his mother’s gaze on him. 

“T wish you had died instead o’ her,” she said in a quavering voice. 

Postal Dude looked at his mother, his face expressionless. “Yeah...” he 
said quietly. “I think I do, too.” 

The youth went upstairs to his room. He dropped to his knees by the bed 
and burrowed his face into the mattress. He was praying. “Wait,” he said 
aloud, “did I just wish to die instead of her? So that she would be the one to 
suffer?” 

Postal Dude burst out crying. He could see Janna’s face. The aroma of 
her perfume filled his nostrils... 


Only when it became dark outside did Postal Dude finally stop crying. 
His eyes hurt like someone had splashed acid in his face. 

He left his room, went down the creaky stairs, and carefully exited the 
house, trying not to wake his mother. He didn’t return until two days later. 
When he came back, his hair and goatee were disheveled, and he reeked of 
alcohol. 


Chapter Nine 
“The Funeral” 


Postal Dude had no money for formal attire, therefore he showed up at 
Janna’s funeral in black jeans and a black T-shirt. He stood right by the 
grave. He did not know why, but it was cold there. 

The youth looked around at the mourners. They weren’t many. Just 
some of Janna’s friends. His mother was busy flirting with the priest. 

The youth heaved a deep sigh. Before they sealed the coffin shut, he 
leaned close to his sister’s face. The longer he looked at it, the more it 
seemed to him that he saw her smiling faintly. An overwhelming anxiety 
seized him. He pictured his sister opening her eyes and this entire facade— 
the accident, and the funeral—instantly disappearing. 

But Janna’s pallid face remained motionless. Postal Dude gazed at it 
until he was asked to step aside so that they could close the lid. 

The youth followed the coffin with his eyes as it was lowered into the 
ground. The coffin lid glistened in the sunlight, making the youth blink. 
Postal Dude looked around again. The dismal faces filled him with disgust. 
What use is your dumbass crying? he thought. Would any of you switch 
places with her to bring her back? 

Casting a contemptuous glance at the mourners, he turned around and 
walked away. 
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Postal Dude headed into the woods along the highway. He walked and 
walked until he came out onto a ranch. But the youth didn’t notice he was 
trespassing. He opened his mouth to pray, but only said, “Sorrow is a sin. It 
is just wanting the other person to come back, because of being attached to 
their physical presence. Do not insult God with such stupid prayers.” 

His mind reeled. He heard voices in his head. “Shut up, you stupid 
fucks!” he snapped. 

The youth stumbled and fell a few times, but he got back up and kept on 
walking. Finally, he climbed a steep hill crowned with a young ash tree. 
Postal Dude glanced over at the distant mountains in a bluish mist, sat down 
under the tree, and hung his head. 


The day declined. The youth began to doze when all of a sudden, an 
unfamiliar male voice called him, “Hey, kid!” 

Postal Dude started to his feet and saw a middle-aged man approaching 
him. The stranger had coarse features, a bristly chin, and a scar on his 
brawny neck. 

“Do you know the way to Paradise?” he asked, stopping before the 
youth. 

Postal Dude eyed him suspiciously. “I just saw you on the highway 
heading there,” he exclaimed. 

The man grinned. Postal Dude reached for his knife in alarm, but it was 
too late. Two other men seized him from behind. Before the youth could do 
anything, he felt something sharp at his throat and froze. They tied him with 
a rope. 

“We’re gonna have a little chat,” said the stranger in front of him as he 
made a peremptory gesture to the other two. “Let’s go.” 


Chapter Ten 
“Their Secret” 


The men pushed Postal Dude into a car and drove to a lake deep in the 
woods. Once there, the kidnappers dragged the youth onto one of the yachts 
by the docks, tossed him on the deck, and then sailed out to the middle of 
the lake. 

“What the fuck?!’ Postal Dude snarled. “Who are you people?” 

The men disappeared inside the deckhouse, leaving him sitting by one 
of its walls. Postal Dude was baffled. As far as he knew, no one had any 
reason to kidnap him. This was just as puzzling as the hit-man who had 
appeared on the day of the school shooting. 

“Are ya organ vendors?!” he cried. “Slave traders?!” 

“We do a bit of everything,” came the voice of the gang leader as he 
came back out onto the deck. 

The man approached Postal Dude, puffing on a cheap cigar. His eyes 
glistened with delight. “You’re a petty little thief, kid,” he said with an 
unpleasant smile. 

The youth scoffed at the accusation. “What the fuck? I ain’t a thief. 
You’ve got the wrong guy!” 

The gang leader chuckled. “Let me put it this way,” he said as he 
breathed out a cloud of smoke, “you and that fat farmer kid weren’t the only 
ones at the junkyard that day.” 

Postal Dude felt like someone just shot a hole in him. The kidnapper 
was delighted to see the youth taken aback. 

“You won’t dare hurt Bud,” Postal Dude said after a long silence. 

“Of course not! He doesn’t go into the woods alone. Besides, I’ve got 
no need for him. I just need you.” 

“Then why didn’t you just grab me right there at the junkyard?” the 
youth asked. 

“Now that would have been ugly!” The man chuckled. “Don’t play 
stupid. When I saw what an amazing gift you have, I knew I could get a few 
bucks for ya.” 

He exhaled, and his coarse features disappeared behind a cloud of 
smoke again. 

“But see,” he continued, “over those nine months that you’ve had ’em, 
I’ve decided that instead of selling ya, I could use ya myself.” Looking the 


youth straight in the eye, he said articulately, “You will tell me their secret 
and teach me to control them.” 

There was a pause. Finally, Postal Dude clenched his teeth and said, 
“Fuckface, you must be dumber than a possum’s cunt if you think that’ Il 
ever happen.” 

The gang leader smiled. ““That’s fine,” he said. “You just sit here a 
while, enjoy the fresh air, and think about all the things we’re gonna do to 
ya if ya don’t talk.” 

With that, he left the deck. 

Postal Dude leaned his head back against the wall and looked up at the 
darkening sky. 

“So,” a voice rang out in his head, “‘you’re in deep shit again, huh?” 

“Shut up,” Postal Dude said lazily. “And don’t talk unless you wanna 
help me.” 

The youth tried to free himself from the rope, but to no avail. He looked 
around and saw some fishing equipment on the other side of the yacht: 
fishing rods, nets, and hooks. This gave him an idea. 

The yacht tilted slightly in the wind, and the door to the deckhouse 
opened a little. The voices of the two henchmen came from inside. 

“So how was she, Don?” said the first. 

“Ah, Gus!” the other laughed. “You know how big ’er jugs was? The 
back wheels 0’ my truck don’t come up that big!” 

Postal Dude got down on his belly and crawled forward on the deck, 
wiggling like a fish out of water. 

“So what did ya say to ’er?” Gus’s voice asked inquisitively. 

“T came up real close so that ’er tits was right in my face, and said, 
‘Those things look real heavy, ma’am, lemme hold ’em for ya.’” 

Deafening laughter came from within the deckhouse. 

“Oh, fuck, that was great!” Gus cackled. “And what’d she say?” 

“She didn’t say nothin’. You know what she did? She raised her arm so 
high I could count the hairs in ’er pit, and dug ’em red claws right into my 
balls!” 

Postal Dude thought the deckhouse walls would collapse from laughter. 
He finally made it to the hooks. He got up on his knees, grabbed the largest 
one with his teeth, then got down again and started crawling back as fast as 
he could. 


The youth made it back to the spot where they had left him and spat the 
hook out on the floor. He then took it in his hands, which were tied behind 
his back. 

Once he caught his breath, Postal Dude slowly repositioned the hook in 
his fingers until it went through the rope around his wrists. He smiled and 
started moving the hook back and forth like the blade of a knife. But then 
he had to stop: the gang leader returned to the deck. He stood before the 
youth. 

“You look smart,” the man said. “You in college or somethin’?” 

“High school. I’m 16.” 

“Sixteen? Damn, you look over 20. How did such a young kid figure 
them out so easy?” 

“Maybe they just like me.” 

The man chuckled at that. “What an explanation,” he said derisively, 
drawing on his cigar. “Well, you know what? That type o’ explainin’ won’t 
do. Hey, Donny! Ya fucking shithead, get off your ass and fetch me 
somethin’ sharp. Now!” 

Don and Gus came out on deck. Don smiled and handed the gang leader 
an old kitchen knife. Postal Dude tensed up. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the gang leader began, stroking the blade of 
the knife, “our young guest is about to give a little speech on how to control 
that which cannot be explained. Your attention please.” 

Postal Dude looked at him with a forced smile. “Beg your pardon, dear 
viewers,” the youth said calmly, “but this actor doesn’t read monologues to 
an audience of shitheads, so the show is cancelled. No refunds.” 

Don and Gus exchanged glances. 

“Hmmm, what to do instead?” the gang leader asked mockingly. “I 
know: a barbecue. The actor will make excellent mincemeat.” 

“Let’s cut off ’1s balls first,” Gus suggested. 

The gang leader tossed the knife in the air, then caught it and twirled it 
through his fingers. 

“You know,” he said to Gus, “that ain’t a bad idea.” 

The men formed a circle around the youth. Postal Dude pulled his legs 
up to his chest. The words “Meredith, help me!” raced through his mind. 

A distant sound cut his thoughts off. The men stiffened in astonishment. 
Everyone aboard listened to the sudden sound of wailing sirens in the 
forest. 


“Cops,” Don whispered to the leader. 

The men raced to the side of the yacht and looked ashore. Soon, two 
police cars zoomed out of the woods. They stopped near the water, 
illuminating it with flashing lights. 

“Better hurry up with that barbecue,” Postal Dude said, grinning at his 
kidnappers. “You won’t have a lotta those at the Big House.” 

“You little piece o’ shit,” the gang leader snarled. 

An officer’s voice came through a megaphone: “Put your hands where I 
can see them.” 

The leader grabbed Postal Dude, dragged him up to the side of the 
yacht, and shouted, “See the kid? One false move, and I’Il like carve ’im up 
like a turkey!” 

He then pushed the youth down on the deck and kneeled beside him. 
“Boy,” the gang leader said, “nothing’s changed. If you don’t tell me their 
secret, I’Il cut you up so bad you ain’t gonna wanna leave here alive.” 

The youth didn’t even look at him. Postal Dude seemed like he was 
intently listening to somebody else. 

“Alright, you filthy brat!” the gang leader snarled as he raised the knife. 

But before he could bring it down, the youth suddenly kicked him in the 
jaw, then jumped to his feet. Postal Dude had managed to cut the rope and 
was free. 

At that moment, shots sounded on the shore. The kidnappers ran for 
cover. Postal Dude ran the other way. The officer continued shouting 
through the megaphone, “Please douse yourself with something flammable 
and gather around the engine!” 

“What are we gonna do, boss?” Gus said fearfully. 

The gang leader angrily eyed his henchmen. But before he could reply, 
Postal Dude was upon them. The youth thrust the fishing hook into the gang 
leader’s eye. The man let out a scream. Blood shot out of his eye like a 
geyser. 

The officers on the shore opened fire again. One bullet ripped off Don’s 
ear. He gave a bloodcurdling cry and fell overboard. 

Postal Dude snatched up the gang leader’s knife. He moved so fast that 
Gus, who had lived through many a knife-fight, could not even dodge the 
blade. As the man jumped aside, the knife sliced off a piece of his bulky 
thigh. 


“Quick liposuction,” the youth commented. “Some girls at our school 
do this, but I think they also use a vacuum cleaner.” 

The officers’ bullets hit the boat’s fuel tank, and the starboard side of 
the vessel disappeared in a blinding ball of fire. 

Postal Dude and Gus were thrown aside in the explosion. 

“Dumbfucks!” the youth snapped at the officers. He turned and flung 
the knife at Gus. The man pitched backward, gave a hoarse cry, and fell 
overboard. 

The youth found himself alone on board the boat. A throbbing vein 
stood out above his eyebrows. 

“T have to go to Uncle Dave’s,” Postal Dude decided. 

A pungent smell reached his nostrils. He looked down and saw the 
flames licking the boards of the deck at his feet. Without hesitation, he leapt 
overboard and began fiercely swimming toward land, brushing against 
floating debris on the way. 

When he finally reached the shore, one of the officers stared at him and 
said, “Wait, they got new actors for the training sessions?” 

“For the fifth time, this ain’t fuckin’ training,” snarled Ross, getting out 
of his car. 

He was surprised to see Postal Dude. “You again?” exclaimed the Chief, 
shaking his head. “Kid, you must be some kinda masochist.” 

Ross told one of the officers to give the youth first aid. 

“So how did ya find out about this?” Postal Dude inquired as an officer 
bandaged his cuts. 

“Local ranchers,” Ross elucidated. “They saw someone trespassing on 
their territory and called us. You oughta thank them sometime.” 

Postal Dude shot him a baleful look. “I owe no one any thanks,” said 
the youth. “I killed those three cocksuckers myself.” 

“Well, good for you,” the Chief scoffed. “But you still owe me an 
explanation as to what the hell you’re involved in that ya got all these thugs 
coming after ya.” 

There was a pause. The youth shook his head. “You know, Chief,” he 
said, “I first have to figure that out for myself.” 

Once the officer finished bandaging him, Postal Dude jumped up, 
grabbed his wet, blood-stained T-shirt, and took off into the woods before 
anyone could stop him. The officers awaited Ross’s order to give chase. But 


to their relief, the Chief muttered, “That stupid kid can drop dead for all I 
care,” and he headed back to his car. 


Chapter Eleven 
“Uncle Dave” 


Far north of Paradise, in an enormous field surrounded by rocky hills 
and woods, sat a giant church. It was entirely devoid of crosses and domes, 
and looked very much like an office complex consisting of several different 
buildings. 

The main building had a tall tower in the middle, its uppermost floor 
being an open deck. Near the country road leading up to the church was a 
dance court with a massive watchtower adjoining it. There were also 
several storehouses, hangars, sundecks, and a giant swimming pool behind 
the church. 

This compound looked so impressive that the locals might have easily 
mistaken it for some newly-fashioned palace. But most locals never visited 
this church, not only because it was located far out of town in the 
wilderness, but also because it was patrolled around-the-clock by gunmen, 
who politely—yet assertively—sent any wandering strangers away from the 
premises. Therefore, strangers had the chance to marvel only at the colossal 
exterior of the edifice. They never saw the inside, where there were 
countless luxurious apartments and offices, gymnasiums, restaurants, a 
library, and also several laboratories. All this was advertised around 
Paradise as free research facilities and charitable housing for the homeless. 

“I’d love to see The Pope take the poor and the abused into his house 
and dine with them every day,” Dave liked to say. He was the founder and 
leader of the church, as well as Postal Dude’s uncle. 

Postal Dude and his Uncle Dave somewhat resembled each other. They 
were both very tall—Dave being only slightly shorter—and both of them 
had serious faces with deep-set, piercing eyes. What set them apart was that 
Postal Dude had a thinner frame and he was a redhead with short hair and a 
goatee, while Dave had brown hair almost down to his shoulders and wore 
a moustache. 

But the biggest dichotomy between the two was their wardrobes. While 
Postal Dude was limited to T-shirts and jeans he had bought on sale at 
Target, Dave wore designer suits from the priciest boutiques. And every 
time Postal Dude visited his uncle, Dave would look his nephew up and 
down with a displeased “hmmm,” and offer the youth money so that the 
latter could “at least look nice on dates.” In response, Postal Dude always 


knitted his brows, folded his arms, and proudly refused Dave’s generosity, 
saying, “No, uncle. I’m a grown man. I can make money myself.” 
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The night when Postal Dude got kidnapped, Dave and his entire 
congregation—which numbered hundreds of people—were celebrating 
some religious event whose title no one remembered. Not even the church 
leader himself, who had come up with the title five seconds before he 
announced it, could remember it. Dave insisted on being creative with his 
religious events, claiming that it set his establishment apart from the corrupt 
and rigid structure of the Catholic Church. 

The celebration reflected his liberal attitude quite well; it was unlike any 
traditional Christian festivity. The field before the church was filled with 
everything from sushi buffets to exotic wine bars. The parishioners and 
guests—even those of advanced age—were all dancing to the live rock-n- 
roll music. Some of the worshippers, who had consumed one drink too 
many, even attempted to “walk to the stars” upon a trail of illumination 
provided by the floodlights, but found themselves on the floor instead. 

Next to the dance court was a large patio with a dining table. At that 
table sat Dave and Ann, who was an attractive, fair-haired woman. Both of 
them were in formal dress and they wore gold and platinum rings on their 
fingers. 

The sect leader crossed his legs, lit a Cuban cigar, and began to tell Ann 
about something. She was smiling the entire time, playing footsie with him 
under the table. Finally, Dave put away his cigar, took one of her hands in 
his, and started kissing it. 

“Can you believe what an idiot that sheikh is?” he said. “At least now 
he knows who makes the rules in this town.” 

Ann pulled away her hand flirtatiously. 

“But I don’t know who makes the rules,” she said, batting her eyelashes. 
“Maybe I need to be taught a lesson.” 

Dave smiled slyly and resumed smoking his cigar. “Oh, I'll teach you a 
few things,” he said. 

Suddenly he heard a familiar deep voice: “Hey, Uncle Dave 

Dave looked up and he started to his feet. Standing there before him 
was his nephew. The youth was covered in gore, his T-shirt was torn into 
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ribbons, and his jeans had gone from black to gray. 

“I’m really sorry to interrupt, but I...’ Postal Dude started to say, but he 
staggered and started to fall. Dave caught him. Before the youth fainted, he 
heard his uncle say, “Art, get a damn doctor here, now!” 
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Postal Dude had his own room in the church, and he woke up in it a few 
minutes later. His worried uncle was sitting by his bedside. By the door was 
Art—Dave’s lawyer, a chubby man with glasses. He was looking at the 
youth accusingly. 

Seeing his nephew awaken, Dave sighed with relief. “So,” the sect 
leader said, “let me guess: another futile attempt to turn a triple somersault 
on a skateboard over a palisade, while blindfolded?” 

“No, no!” Postal Dude cried. “It wasn’t my fault this time, I swear.” 

The youth promptly told his uncle about the kidnapping. At first, Dave 
listened with a menacing look, but once he learned how his nephew had 
dealt with the three thugs, the sect leader and Art had a hearty laugh 
together. By the time Postal Dude finished, he himself was choking with 
laughter. 

“That’s my boy!” Dave said, backslapping his nephew. “Art, I tell you, 
this kid can take out Bruce Lee if he has to.” 

“I’m sure,” the lawyer said with a crooked smile. 

The sect leader ordered a servant to bring a bottle of whiskey. Then he 
looked intently at his nephew and asked, “Now tell me, why did they 
kidnap you, of all people?” 

Postal Dude’s smile faded. He shrugged and said, “I don’t know. They 
didn’t say.” 

“Hold on,” Dave said in surprise, “they held you hostage for several 
hours for no apparent reason? Sounds like a school assembly.” 

Art barked with laughter. Postal Dude turned red in the face. 

“No, they...” he began diffidently. Then, he smiled and replied with 
confidence, “Hey, maybe they did tell me, but I didn’t catch it. They were 
kinda foreign, I think part of the time they talked in Swahili...” 

Dave looked at him sternly. “Boy, are you hiding something?” the sect 
leader asked. 

“Why would I do that?” the youth said uneasily. 


His uncle looked unconvinced. To Postal Dude’s relief, some of the 
doctors Uncle Dave employed came in at that moment and attended to the 
youth. 

Once they finished applying fresh bandages, Dave asked everyone to 
leave so he could be alone with his nephew. The sect leader poured some 
whiskey for both of them. 

“Here’s something to clear up your mind,” he said, handing his nephew 
a glass. 

Postal Dude emptied it in one gulp. “Good thing I split,” he grumbled, 
“so I didn’t have to deal with the cops. Usually, when Fey’s in college, I— 

The youth stopped short. He felt tears forming in his eyes as the 
realization came to him once again. 

“T woulda liked it if you had come to the funeral,” he finally said. 

“Me too,” Dave said as he got up and walked a turn around the room, 
“but clearly the fact that I paid for everything down to the coffin wasn’t 
enough to appease your mother. She said she’d kill me, then herself, if I 
showed up. I doubt she could have managed it, but I didn’t want to cause a 
commotion.” 

Postal Dude tried to hold back the tears, but they still flowed down his 
face. His mind flashed back to the white mansion and the fat woman 
screaming about Janna’s death. He fell back onto the pillow, sobbing. Dave 
wanted to hug him, but before he could, the youth sat up abruptly on the 
bed. 

“T’m okay!” he said, forcing a smile. “Uncle Dave, can I go to your 
party?” 

Dave looked at him in surprise. “Just like that? After a fight?” 

“Why not? I have to distract myself, don’t I? Please let me party, Uncle 
Dave!” the youth begged. 

“Alright,” Dave relented, “if you’re up for it.” 

He got his nephew some fresh clothes, and they went outside to join the 
party. Postal Dude immediately found a group of people his own age and 
challenged them to a drinking contest. Dave tried to keep an eye on the 
youth, but got too distracted conversing with parishioners. 

Meanwhile, Postal Dude made a toast to God and downed yet another 
beer with his new acquaintances. 

“You people rock!” he said to them. “I feel great nght now! Whatever 
The Lord has in store for me, I can handle it!” 
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Despite being drunk, Postal Dude went to dance. But no matter how 
much fun he had, he still hurt inside. When morning came, the youth fell on 
the floor from exhaustion. Right before he drifted off to sleep, he was struck 
by the painful thought which he had been trying to evade the entire night: 
“How can you keep on living when she’s dead?” 


Chapter Twelve 
“Bird of Thunder” 


Postal Dude woke up in his bed at the church in the middle of the night. 
His breathing was jerky. 

“Rat,” a voice hissed within his cranium, “come and see.” 

The youth lifted up his head and saw a large black shape with ragged, 
wriggling edges hanging in the air at the foot of the bed. His heart jumped. 

“You again?!” he cried in fear. 

Postal Dude jumped out of bed and hit the light switch. Instantly, light 
flooded the room, but the black mass was gone. The youth inspected the 
bedroom a few times. “You have to stop stalking me!” he said articulately, 
clenching his fists. 

Postal Dude felt very tired again. He collapsed on the bed and went 
back to sleep. 
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Postal Dude slept for so long the next day that his uncle finally went to 
wake him up. “I’m gonna call the school and tell them to grant you a leave 
of absence,” Dave said. “We’ll go on a vacation.” 

Postal Dude liked the idea, but then he remembered the garage. “No, 
don’t!” he moaned, hiding under the covers. 

“Why not?” 

“’Cuz...I don’t want Mom to be alone.” Postal Dude rolled out of bed 
and reached for his jeans. “I’m sorry,” he added. 

“Yeah, you better be!” Dave chuckled. “Missin’ out on a trip to the 
Bahamas!” 

Postal Dude laughed. “You’re awesome, Dave,” he said. “I don’t get 
why Mom hates you so bad.” 

“Pah, women’s issues. Ignore it. Will you stay for lunch?” 

Postal Dude gladly did. 

Dave had a table for four set outside. Postal Dude was desperately 
trying to remember what the extra silverware was for. He thought back to 
those expensive restaurants Dave would take him to sometimes, but all he 
could remember was choking down black caviar and pretending to like it. 


Meanwhile, the others—Dave, Art, and Ann—were trying to come up 
with a new church slogan. 

“It must have great popular appeal,” the sect leader said. 

“How about ‘And on the eighth day, God created beer’?” Art suggested. 

Everyone liked the idea except Postal Dude, who said with a serious 
face, “I don’t see what that has to do with Christianity.” 

“T don’t see what The Pope has to do with Christianity,” Dave said, “yet 
he has tons of followers.” 

“T didn’t know you were doing this for popularity,” the youth said, 
frowning. “I thought you wanted to help people.” 

“No church is much help if no one has heard about it,” Art pointed out 
in a patronizing tone. 

“True,” Postal Dude continued, “but you can get popular by 
emphasizing ethical and moral values instead of beer! I mean, come on! 
Christians should try to correct humanity’s mistakes.” 

“Kid,” Dave slapped his nephew on the shoulder, “one guy already died 
trying. The name’s Christ. Wanna follow ’im?” 

Postal Dude sighed. “I think I have to if I wanna be a real Christian,” he 
said, and blushed, because he suddenly realized that he was eating his 
dessert with the wrong piece of silverware. 


K*K* 


After lunch, Dave rang a bell, and instantly five maids set about 
cleaning the table. 

While Art conversed with Ann, Dave led his nephew inside the church. 
“T want to give you something before you go,” the sect leader said. “It’s that 
belated birthday present I’ve told you about. It just got finished yesterday.” 

Postal Dude smiled excitedly. 

“How’re things in school, by the way?” his uncle asked. “They ever 
gonna give you that driver’s license, or will I have to print you one?” 

“No, I got a real one. I drew it myself.” 

“Terrific!” 

They walked down a carpet-lined hallway full of elevators and classic 
works of art. Before they went out into the church’s backyard, Dave 
blindfolded the youth. The sect leader and his nephew stepped outside, 


walked a short distance, then stopped. Postal Dude heard footsteps and 
rustling nearby. 

“All set!” his uncle said, taking off his blindfold. “Here she is!” 

Postal Dude was stunned. Before him was an astonishing scarlet car. Its 
color was so rich that everything reflecting in its glossy surface seemed a 
dark shade of blood-red. The hood hung like a heavy brow over the 
headlights, and each headlight was made up of two perfectly round lamps. 
The intricate curves of the front bumper gave it a resemblance to a bird’s 
beak. 

The youth gazed in awe at the bulging triangular hood scoop, the 
windshield tinted nearly pitch black, the retractable roof, and the sharp 
edges of the trunk, which were reminiscent of a pair of curved-up horns. He 
suspected that before him was a 1963 Kord Thunderbird Cabriolet, but the 
car was so heavily modified that it was barely recognizable. 

“You like it?” Dave asked with a smile. 

Postal Dude breathed an excited gasp, “This is genius!” 

“Hold on, there’s more.” 

The sect leader showed his nephew everything that was built into the 
car: an MP3-player, a TV, a small fridge, a Bass Sniffer radar device, and 
the onboard computer programmed to recognize the driver’s name, voice, 
and fingerprints. The beige leather interior and the lacquered mahogany 
dashboard were very much to Postal Dude’s liking. 

“We hopped her up good,” Dave said. “She will slaughter all those 
Porsches and Ferraris and what have you. I would never get you a regular 
racecar anyway; you’re too special.” He smiled. “And the world’s most 
special boy deserves the world’s most special car.” 

“This is genius,” Postal Dude repeated, laughing. “Dave, you realize 
youll be picking me up piece by piece now? ’Cuz the girls at school are 
gonna tear me apart!” 

“Great! That was precisely my intention,” Dave said. “But while 
impressing those girls, please keep it under 200 miles.” 

“Okey dokey, 200 miles per minute it is!’’ Postal Dude smiled as he 
rubbed his hands together with anticipation. 

They both laughed. At that moment, Art walked up to Dave saying 
something about a phone call. The sect leader gave his nephew the car keys. 

“Alright, kiddo,” he said, “I’ve got some business to take care of.” 


“No problem!” Postal Dude said as he took the keys. “Have fun making 
more millions!” 

“Tt’s billions now,” Dave smiled, “and guess who’s inheriting it?” 

“T don’t want to inherit anything. I want for us to die on the same day. In 
the same place.” 

“Hey, if we’re in the same retirement home, we’ll surely die together. 
We’ll kill each other over the chicks there.” 

Dave walked over to the Thunderbird. “Your carriage, Your Highness,” 
he said as he opened the driver’s door. 

“Why’s there no princess in it?” Postal Dude wondered, getting inside 
the vehicle. 

“Why, you must fight through a horde of vile monsters to find your 
beloved.” 

““Aw, no, Uncle Dave, I don’t go to those kinds o’ nightclubs.” 

They embraced in a goodbye hug, and Postal Dude drove off, delighting 
in the exotic smoothness of the ride. 


Chapter Thirteen 
“Same Old Life” 


Postal Dude put the roof down on Thunderbird and took the highway far 
out into the desert, to a spot completely devoid of traffic. There, amidst 
sand flats and cacti, he would speed up, then hit the brakes, making the car 
spin out of control. He even drove standing up at times, letting the wind 
burn his face. 

After he had had enough fun, Postal Dude slowed down, leaned back, 
and sighed with profound happiness. The strong scent of hot steel filled his 
nostrils. 

“Well, I’m a lousy Christian now,” the youth said half-jokingly. “Jesus 
warned against being attached to earthly belongings, and I’m already in 
love with this car.” 

The golden needle on one of the black analog displays touched the letter 
E, and Postal Dude headed back to Paradise for gas. 


K*K* 


The day Bud was supposed to get back, Postal Dude decided to stop by 
the garage. On his way out, he checked the mail. There was a letter from 
school, informing his mother of his constant absenteeism. Postal Dude tore 
the letter to pieces. 

“Sure, who cares that I get all A’s?” he grumbled, heading to the 
deserted gas station. “The most important thing is coming to class. It helps 
create the illusion that taxpayer money isn’t entirely wasted by the public 
education system.” 

Although it was hot outside, the youth had a leather jacket on to conceal 
the bag of meat he was carrying. 

“But I won’t complain,” he added as he opened the gates of the 
underground garage. “Patience is a virtue. Now that’s Christian-like!” 

He threw off his jacket and was about to toss the bag into the darkness 
below. But at that moment, he convulsed with a stabbing pain in his chest 
and collapsed on the ground. He saw a flat black shape fly over him and 
disappear. 

“Look what that cunt is doing!” the youth shouted at the garage. “This 
is bullshit! And on top of that, I just found out that there are people after 


you out there! You saw them kidnap me, didn’t you?” 
With that, the youth got up and rubbed his temples. “But you know 
what?” he asked, closing the gates. “I’m still glad I have you.” 


KK * 


Postal Dude met up with Bud in his new car. The farmer’s son was 
stunned. 

“A birthday present,” Postal Dude said with a smile, “from Uncle 
Dave.” 

“Holy shit!” Bud said as he got in and looked around. “Is there anything 
this spaceship ain’t got?” 

“Yes, a built-in time machine.” 

They drove out onto the road. 

“So, how was the cruise?” Postal Dude asked. “You put on another 50 
pounds?” 

“Go to hell!” Bud said. “The food sucked. The chicks were assholes. 
They just came out for the tan, not to do fun stuff. Why are people always 
tryin’ to use me?” 

“Well, they’re trying to use everybody. But you just need help with 
women, Buddy. I’m taking you on a pussy trip right now!” 

“Good! It’s about time I had one of those!” Bud sighed. “So how are 
things with you, PD?” 

Postal Dude got a burning feeling in his chest. “Don’t ask,” he said 
quietly. 

“Why, what’s wrong?” 

“T, um...Janna died.” 

“What?!” 

“Yep. Train wreck.” 

There was silence. 

“Aw, shit...” Bud finally said. “I’m awful sorry...are you alright?” 

“Oh, of course,” Postal Dude replied sardonically, wiping away his 
tears. “All ready to party!” 

“Dammit, I’m sorry...” 

Postal Dude suddenly wished that he had not mentioned his sister. 
“Listen, just drop it,” he said. “Let’s talk about something else.” 


Bud asked how were things with the garage, and Postal Dude replied 
that everything was fine, not saying a word about the three thugs. 

They drove into town. Postal Dude stopped the car in front of a porn 
studio. Bud looked at the building, then at his friend, then he asked if this 
was some kind of prank. 

“No prank!” Postal Dude smiled. “I mowed the lawn of a chick who 
works here, and hooked up with her.” 

Bud stared at him, mouth agape. “Seriously?” he said. “Our entire 
cheerleading team isn’t enough for you?” 

“Buddy, that’s like asking, are the buns enough for ya without the 
burger?” 

Bud kept staring. They waited in the car for a while. Finally, the door of 
the studio opened and three women came out, talking and laughing. Bud 
felt himself blush as he looked at them. 

“Hello, ladies!” Postal Dude said in a voice which could hardly be 
ignored. “Still out to blind all the gentlemen with shining beauty, I see.” 

“Hey, cutie pie,” said the blond porn actress whom Postal Dude was 
dating. 

“Hey,” the other two smiled. 

Postal Dude introduced his friend, who was desperately trying suck in 
his stomach. Bud mumbled his name indistinctly and tried to compliment 
the women, but his voice trailed off. To save the situation, Postal Dude 
invited the porn actresses to lunch, offering them a ride in his new car. On 
the way, Bud listened to their conversation and wondered what in the world 
it was that made women find his friend so appealing. 

They stopped at a café and got a table outside. Bud’s spirits rebounded 
when Postal Dude mentioned that his friend was from a well-to-do family, 
as two of the women started to converse with the shy young farmer. 
Meanwhile, Postal Dude and the blonde had a conversation of their own. 

“Sally, your latest vid...” the youth chuckled. “I’m not buying into it. I 
mean, that scene where you’re the queen with the sorcerer’s son...I just 
don’t see how it’s physically possible to do an auto-fellatio at that angle.” 

“Of course it isn’t!” Sally laughed. “The entire scene was a fake.” 

“Well, so much for me trying it at home,” Postal Dude said suavely. “On 
the other hand, I almost had it, because, as you know, I’m huge when hard.” 

Sally smiled and patted him on the arm. “So, you think you could play 
the sorcerer’s son?” she said. “Why don’t you come to my place sometime 


and prove it, then?” 

Postal Dude leaned so close to her that she felt his hot breath on her 
cheek. “That I shall, Your Majesty,” he whispered. 

After the youths drove the actresses back, Postal Dude asked Bud if he 
had had any luck. 

“Nope, I think bombed it,” Bud said testily. 

“Buddy,” Postal Dude backslapped him, “Buddy, Buddy, you gotta start 
learnin’! You don’t even know the obvious.” 

“How can anything be obvious here? I can’t read their minds!” 

“Well, as a guy, you'll kinda have to. I'll give ya a few pointers...” 

Suddenly, the red-headed youth fell silent. Bud looked in the same 
direction as his friend and saw a splendidly dressed woman of about 40. 

“Hey, Helen!” Postal Dude called to her. 

The lady turned around, and a smile spread over her face. “Hey, 
sweetie!” she replied. “Coming to dinner tonight?” 

“Sure am.” 

Bud looked awry at his friend and asked, “Exactly how many girlfriends 
do you have?” 

“A whole bunch,” Postal Dude said proudly. 

“And are all of ’em old ’nuff to be your mother?” 

“No, but Helen sure is!” 

Bud said nothing more. The next day, they stopped at George’s after 
school and had to spend the night there as, by midnight, none of the youths 
remembered how to drive or walk. 


Chapter Fourteen 
“Groceries” 


The sun was shining bright over a grassy plot, upon whose edge a 
young hoodlum lay unconscious, his face smashed to bits. His fat friend 
stood nearby with a knife in hand. Opposite him, in the middle of the plot, 
was Postal Dude. His fists were clenched, his knees bent, his jeans and 
muscle shirt covered with blood. 

Aloof, on top of a hill, stood two policemen, gulping down chunks of 
carrot cake. 

“Wait, did you bet on that bald hulk?” the first asked. 

“No,” the second replied, “I bet on that tall redhead. He fights like a 
cheetah!” 

“Guess it really pissed ’1m off when they tried to steal his skateboard.” 

Postal Dude’s eyes blazed with rage. He lunged forward and dealt his 
fat opponent a punch in the liver, knocking him out. The two officers 
gasped in chorus. 

“Wow!” the first said. “We gotta catch that kid ’n put ’im in the cage 
with Betsy. The other guys will all bet on your cougar, and we’ll bet on him 
and finally win!” 

“Mehhh... | dunno. I’ve already got this chink. I feed ’im, clean ’is 
cage, and for what? The sergeant’s Rottweiler still wins every time.” 

Seeing that the hoodlums were done with, Postal Dude picked up his 
skateboard and stared at the unconscious youths. “They’re not much older 
than me,” he surmised. “Human trash. Got no guts to live by the rules.” 

“What rules?” a deep male voice said inside his head. “The rules of 
your fists smashing their faces?” 

Postal Dude looked at his hands. His knuckles were skinned and 
covered with sand. 

“The only rules here are those of the desert,” he heard a female voice in 
his head. “I don’t like her. She blew the skin off my face and rubbed out the 
color of my hair. Her children ate my cheeks, and the cave demons stained 
my dress with earth. I had such a pretty dress!” 

“Shut your filthy mouths,” Postal Dude hissed. 

He looked at the hoodlums again. There were puddles of blood growing 
beneath their faces. 


Was there a blood puddle under Fey's cheek? the youth thought in 
horror. Here on the ground lie these bastards...they still breathe, feel the 
wind on their faces. But Fey no longer can. The world knocks on her cold 
eyelids and gets no reply. 

Suddenly a shout came from nearby: “Stop, police!” 

Postal Dude looked up and saw an officer running toward him, followed 
by another officer, who cried, “Hey, he won! You owe me $50!” 

Like a cow cannot keep up with a gazelle, so the officers could not keep 
up with Postal Dude. He ran up a hill, climbed over a stone wall, jumped 
down, and dashed into the garden by the mental hospital. There, he dropped 
down into the grass. The panting officers stopped and looked around. 

“Screw him,” said the first. “There’ll be others. But you still owe me 
$50.” 

“T left my wallet home.” 

“Then pay in joints!” 

The officers’ voices slowly faded into the distance. The youth waited 
some more, then got up and went home. 
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“Where have you been?” Postal Dude’s mother asked with irritation 
when they sat down to dinner. 

“Tryin’ to make money,” the youth muttered with a hint of sarcasm. 

“And?” 

“And today wasn’t my day.” 

They ate in silence for a while. Postal Dude looked at his mother. 
“Mom,” he said, “don’t you think it’s... kinda unfair that I’m the only 
provider for this family?” 

“Well, what’d’ya want from me?” his mother asked. “I can’t work bein’ 
such a wreck.” 

“But...see, most other sophomores I know don’t support their mothers.” 

“They’re ungrateful shit! Moms buy their kids food, so why shouldn’t 
kids buy their moms food when they grow up?” 

Postal Dude kept eating, but his appetite was gone. His mother started 
flipping through a magazine. 

“Oh,” she cried, “I wanna see the game! And I wanna Diamondbacks T- 
shirt!” 


With that, she picked up the telephone receiver and dialed. Postal Dude 
put down his fork. 

“Hey,” she said, “I want that T-shirt like the girl in the magazine has—” 

She didn’t finish. Postal Dude snatched the phone away from her and 
set it down on the table. 

“What do you think you’re doin’?” his mother shouted, jumping to her 
feet. 

“We can’t afford to buy you clothes on my pay,” Postal Dude said 
through gritted teeth. 

The woman scowled. She snatched up the cordless telephone receiver 
and ran with it outside. Postal Dude ran after her. He grabbed his mother 
and tried to drag her back inside. She fought back frantically, kicking and 
howling like a mad woman. 

“Let go!” her shrieks shattered the silence. “Get yer filthy hands off 
me!” 

She dug her fingernails into his arm. The youth cried out and let go of 
her. Once she was free, she shoved him so forcefully that Postal Dude 
stumbled and fell. Beside herself with rage, his mother began kicking him. 

“Take that, you little shit!” she cried. 

Soon, the kicking stopped. Postal Dude raised his head and watched his 
mother stagger up the porch steps. Before going inside, she yelled at him, 
“Why’re ya lyin’ around? The table won’t clean itself.” 

“Mom,” the youth called back, “what do I have to do to make you 
happy?” 

But she didn’t hear him. Only the creaking of the door came in reply. 

Postal Dude was trembling with frustration. He wished to beat someone 
senseless. See, he thought, you can t even love your mother enough to buy 
her a T-shirt. And Jesus said to love all of humanity. What kinda Christian 
are ya? 

The youth got up and headed back inside. His mother was already 
asleep on the couch. He cleaned the kitchen and noticed that they were out 
of food again. Sighing, he went to get his car keys. 


K*K* 


Postal Dude wanted to drive to the mall, but he couldn’t afford to fuel 
Thunderbird, so he walked instead. On the way, he ran into Mary and 


Nancy, who hurried past him. Nancy glared at the youth, while Mary 
timorously looked away. 

“You see, he didn’t hurt you,” the youth heard Nancy console her friend. 

“Oh, but I will hurt if you’re a virgin!” Postal Dude called loudly. 

“Fuck off, trailer trash,” Nancy snarled. 

“And which one of ya do I fuck first?” the youth said, winking at the 
trembling Mary. 

“You can fuck yourself!” was Nancy’s reply. 

Postal Dude burst out laughing. “I’m not that agile.” 

“You're not that long.” Nancy held up her thumb and forefinger very 
close together. 

At this, the youth smiled roguishly and placed a hand on his groin. 
“Wanna bet?” he said as he pretended to be slowly opening his fly. 

“Die, shit!” Nancy shot back and led Mary away to save her from 
further trauma. 

Pleased by the encounter, Postal Dude continued on his way. At the mall 
he met George, who had long ago surpassed him in the art of cutting class 
and hadn’t shown up in school for two months straight. 

“You still comin’ to da party, dawg?” George asked. 

“Are ya still having blondes over?” Postal Dude grinned. 

“You bet yo vanilla ass I am!” 

“Then hell yeah, I’m still comin 

They parted, and Postal Dude went to buy groceries. 
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Postal Dude lazily browsed through the groceries on the store shelf. 

“Guess things aren’t so bad for me,” he said to himself. “Yeah, I’m 
poor, I lost Sis, there are people after me out there, and I have unpaid 
medical bills...but I’m sure that’s not the worst that can happen to a 
person.” 

Suddenly, a shrill cry came from the other end of the store. Bullets 
ripped through the aisles. Cans, shards of glass, and food rained down on 
the shoppers. The youth dropped down to the floor and covered his head. 

When the hail of groceries stopped, Postal Dude got up and shook off 
his clothes. Blood was flowing in from the neighboring aisles, wetting his 
shoes. Peering out of the aisle, he saw the store clerks in a heap, pierced by 


rods from shopping racks. Looks like I don t have to pay, he thought as he 
went back into the aisle and continued browsing. 

The other shoppers were running around in panic. Three armed 
terrorists in white now stood before the registers. They opened fire again; a 
little girl exploded, spraying her mother with bloody remains. Someone got 
shot in the head. His brain splashed into the face of another customer, 
blinding him. 

“Everyone on the floor, now!” one of the terrorists shouted. 

The surviving shoppers got down, trembling. 

“No one is gonna get hurt as long as the manager comes out for a talk,” 
the head terrorist continued. “So stay quiet and—” 

He trailed off in wonder. A tall red-headed youth was walking in their 
direction and picking groceries as if nothing were wrong. The terrorists 
gaped at Postal Dude as he carefully stepped over the trembling hostages, 
whispering polite apologies. 

Only when the youth turned to leave, one of the terrorists came to his 
senses and shouted, “Hey, are you deaf? I said, ‘Everyone on the floor!’” 

Postal Dude stopped, looked at him, and snapped, “Okay, you know 
what? I can forget the ruined sneakers, but if you shoot me, I’m sending you 
the medical bill!” 

The threat had no effect. The terrorists opened fire. Postal Dude dove 
into a nearby aisle, barely missing being shot. Bending down, he ran to the 
other end of the store. 

“Fuckers!” he cursed, dodging exploding jars. “I’1l make ya drop faster 
than Target’s prices before holiday season!” 

A bullet brushed him on the cheek. The youth saw blood and was 
overcome with vehement rage. He whipped out a gun, got down on the 
floor, and carefully pushed the barrel through a crack between two shelves. 

“Did we get ’im?” the first terrorist asked. 

“Don’t know,” the second said. 

“We got ’1m,” the third assured. “I—” 

He didn’t finish. A shot rang out. His head jerked. The gun fell from his 
hand. His left eye slowly leaked out of his head, and he fell, dead. 

The two remaining terrorists, not knowing who had fired, started killing 
all the hostages. Postal Dude watched angrily. This is just low, he thought. 
These people are unarmed. 


He crawled to a safer spot and checked his cartridge. To his dismay, he 
was out of bullets. “It’s alright,” he muttered, swallowing hard, “TI’ll think 
of something...” 

Suddenly, a peculiar sleepiness came over him. He felt a profound sense 
of calm. Against his will, Postal Dude tilted his head back and closed his 
eyes. The cries and gunfire slowly died down. 

When the youth opened his eyes, there was no mall. He was sitting in a 
boundless green field flooded with light. But he saw no sun in the sky. The 
blades of grass had golden edges. 

“Time, boy, time,” came a hollow whisper. “Time is dying.” 

Postal Dude yawned. Overcoming the mysterious drowsiness, he stood 
up, making the grass jingle. “Who are you?” he asked quietly. 

“Hooves on the ground. Hooves in the sky. Hooves on the water. 
Hooves on the bark.” 

Postal Dude slowly turned around. Not far from him stood a giant 
stallion of a pure silver color, its luxuriant mane flowing in the wind. There 
was a crimson mantle on its back. Instead of eyes, it had something 
reminiscent of two black pearls. 

“Hooves, huh?” the youth echoed. “Well, why did you drag me here? 
I’m in danger!” 

The next instant, the silver stallion shot forward with such speed that 
Postal Dude could not even follow it with his eyes. 

“Wait!” he cried and ran after it. But a huge black cube suddenly came 
up from the ground, barring his way. Postal Dude cannoned into it and went 
right through as if the cube were made of smoke. He fell on all fours. When 
he raised his head, his nose bumped into a shelf. Postal Dude looked around 
in bewilderment. He was back at the mall. His drowsiness had passed. 

Peering out from the aisle, he saw the terrorists rapidly approaching. 
Suddenly, the youth knew what to do. 

One of the terrorists shrieked. Postal Dude jumped on him and drove a 
shard of glass deep into his throat. Blood splashed across the ceiling. 

“Bastard!” the other terrorist cried and opened fire. But the youth 
shielded himself with the corpse, backed up into an aisle, then pushed away 
the body and ran. 

The last surviving terrorist gave chase. At every turn, the youth heard 
bullets whistling behind his back. 


Postal Dude reached a dead end. He was going so fast that he cannoned 
into a wall and fell. With horror, he struggled to his feet and clenched his 
fists. 

“Meredith, help me!” broke from his lips. 

Postal Dude heard footsteps. Slowly, he turned around and saw the 
machine gun pointed at him. And then, he heard a female voice inside his 
head... 

A smile spread over the youth’s face. The terrorist stopped in surprise. 

“Allah is talking to me,” said Postal Dude, perfectly calm. “He tells me 
you desire power. But doesn’t Islam mean submission in Arabic? ’Cuz if so, 
I’m a much better Muslim than you.” 

The terrorist shot him in the leg. Postal Dude fell. His smile faded. The 
terrorist aimed at his head. 

The trigger clicked. The youth flinched, but there had been no shot. The 
terrorist was out of ammo. 

The man cursed and threw the gun aside. Postal Dude was nauseous 
with agitation. He heard glass breaking and saw a fire axe over his head. 
Then he reached into his jeans for his knife... 

The terrorist heard his own piercing cry. Blood spouted forth in jets. He 
lost his balance and fell right next to the youth, dropping the axe. 

“This must be yours,” Postal Dude said with a smile, presenting him 
with a severed foot. 

The youth heard only foreign curse words in response. He shrugged 
indifferently and tossed the foot aside. A heavy blow of the axe silenced the 
terrorist. The man froze, still clutching his stump. 

Silence fell upon the store. Only the hole-ridden radio still occasionally 
emitted sounds. Postal Dude looked at the terrorist’s corpse. 

So I was right, he thought. The military's here because of these fucks. 
But what could terrorists possibly want in Paradise? And why did they 
shoot me? Dont they know I can t afford healthcare? Ugh, maybe I should 
just be content with small things, like the fact that I’m still alive. 

At that moment, the police burst into the store. The youth’s heart sank. 
As he heard the officers approaching, he sighed heavily and whispered, 
“Hold on, Mom, I’ll get groceries, promise.” 


Chapter Fifteen 
“The Day’s a Success” 


Postal Dude sat handcuffed in the Chief’s office and looked intently at 
Ross, who was busy with paperwork. “So,” the youth said, “you’re keeping 
me handcuffed while there are no charges against me. Sounds like a 
person’s rights violation.” 

Ross put down the papers and smiled spitefully. 

“And what’re ya gonna do?” the Chief inquired. “File a complaint? Go 
ahead, sonny, if you want to end up there.” 

Ross gestured at the detention cell behind his office. Inside, clutching 
the bars with massive fingers, was a man in overalls, blowing kisses at 
Postal Dude. 

“Chief, I’m stunned,” said the youth. “I thought you were all about law 
and order.” 

Ross laced his fingers together. “Law and order are everything to me,” 
he said, articulating every word. “But we’re no supermen here. We can’t be 
everywhere at once.” 

There was a silence. Postal Dude decided it was best to leave all jokes 
aside, and kept quiet. The Chief sneered. 

“Tt must be the heat,” he said, “that’s what makes the locals crazy. We 
only got one call reporting the terrorists at the mall, and 500 calls asking us 
to put Oprah against Reagan on The Jerry Springer Show.” 

Postal Dude quivered, suppressing laughter. Ross gave him a long look 
and continued, “I don’t like you, Dude. It’s personal. But don’t you think I 
realize you’re no threat to anyone? The military wanted to question you 
about the terrorists just now. I told ’em, ‘Don’t bother, the kid doesn’t know 
shit. He’s just the town wacko, always ends up in the middle of a fight.’” 

The youth smiled gratefully. The Chief looked him in the eye. “The 
point I’m tryin’ to make is,” he said, “I gotta bust real criminals. You don’t 
qualify as such. Therefore, we’ll pretend you don’t really carry weapons or 
even exist on any of these crime scenes, you follow?” 

Postal Dude nodded affirmatively. 

“Wonderful!” Ross said. “I don’t have time to babysit you punks.” 

The youth lit up with joy. The Chief uncuffed him and gave him back 
his gun and knife. 


“Thanks, Chief!” Postal Dude said. “I’m much obliged. But I just don’t 
get it. What in the world did the terrorists want with our mall?” 

“Apparently they think the local mall owner stole a $100 million bucks 
from ’em or somethin’. I don’t really know. I let the military handle that 
trash.” 

The youth shook hands with the Chief and came out of the police station 
beaming with exaltation. 4 free stay at the hospital and a cop that gets it, he 
thought. J just have to top this off with something special! 

With a blissful smile, he headed over to Sally’s. 


w*K* 


“Oh, hey!” Sally exclaimed when she opened the door and saw Postal 
Dude. 

“So we meet again, oh, evil queen,” the youth said seductively. “But I 
swear on my father’s realm, you shall never have my magic staff.” 

He had a mischievous grin on his face. Sally smiled and threw her hair 
back. 

“Well, sorcerer’s son,” she said menacingly, “we’ll see about that!” 

Sally dragged Postal Dude inside and threw him on the floor, placing 
her foot on his abdomen. She then took off her tank top, presenting the 
youth with two huge muscular breasts with lipstick on the nipples. 

“T always get what I want,” she added. 

Sally nimbly grabbed the bottom of his T-shirt with her toes. She started 
to pull it up until her foot touched his trembling Adam’s apple. Postal Dude 
slithered out of his T-shirt, then grabbed Sally and pulled her down to the 
floor. 

He began sucking on her breasts, then moved lower. Sally moaned with 
pleasure as the youth’s goatee tickled her belly. They started rolling around 
like two grappling dogs until they found themselves on the kitchen floor. 

The cat sitting on the table meowed and jumped just as Sally and Postal 
Dude knocked the table over. The youth turned over on his back. Sally bent 
over his groin. He moaned as he felt her lips wrap around the tip of his erect 
penis. 

Then, Sally sat on top of him and started jerking her pelvis back and 
forth. The battle of the evil enchantress and the sorcerer’s son continued 
until their moans finally subsided into heavy voluptuous breathing. 


“Ye-es...” Sally whispered, lowering her head onto his chest, “that was 
good.” 

“Want another go?” Postal Dude asked after he caught his breath. 

“Can’t, honeybun,” she said, getting off him. “Gotta leave.” 

Postal Dude pouted his lips. “I'll forgive you on one condition,” he 
grumbled, “can I steal something from the fridge?” 

“Go ahead.” 

Postal Dude took a shower, then picked out some food and hurried 
home. 


K*K* 


“T got groceries, mom,” Postal Dude said as he handed his mother the 
bag. 

“Huh?” She turned to him sharply. “Oh...weren’t you gone for five 
days?” 

“Yeah, I, um...school fieldtrip.” 

His mother had a fit of coughing. “Okay,” she said as she put the 
groceries away, “good boy. You just keep on doin’ school stuff. That’ ll 
getcha into college.” 

She sank into the armchair and turned on the TV. Postal Dude noticed 
that she was not holding her customary can of beer. That cheered him up 
somewhat, but when he went up to his room, he sighed heavily. 

“College...” he said aloud. “As if I can just leave town while I have 
them.” 

He sat down at his PC and wanted to write his sister, but once again the 
painful realization made his chest clench. He checked his e-mail to distract 
himself: 


“PD 1 know u slept with Caitlin! u fuckin pimp, they should saw 
ur balls off!can I have her number? Thnx.” 

“Postal Dude, honey, thanks for the photo! u’re so yummy with 
ur pants off! I wanna meet u when I come 2 Paradise!” 

“Dear Friend, for your recent help in saving our mall from 
terrorists, we would like to offer you a lifetime discount on foam 
cups!” 


The youth spent some time answering e-mails until he got tired. He lay 
down on the bed and lit up a cigarette. 

“Everything will be just fine,” he kept saying. “Ill go to college and 
make tons 0’ money. Mom/’II stop drinkin’ when she finds a man... Il 
watch over her until then.” 

Postal Dude’s words became inarticulate. His eyelids drooped. 

“Everything is totally fine...and Meredith...” 

He fell asleep with the lights on. 


Chapter Sixteen 
“Any Girl” 


On the day of George’s party in April, Postal Dude finally showed up in 
school. None of the teachers said anything about his prolonged absence. 
Only Ms. Pleats asked him to stay after class. 

“PD,” she said, “I’m afraid I will have to fail you for math.” 

“What?” Postal Dude exclaimed. “But I aced every single test!” 

“Indeed. In fact, with your grades, you’d have a chance to get into 
Harvard or Yale if you just didn’t miss class so often.” 

Postal Dude lowered his gaze. 

“Thanks, I guess...” he muttered. “So I suppose the reason for my 
absences can hardly change anything?” 

“You'll have to talk to the principal. He’s the one who insists on this.” 

Postal Dude left the classroom feeling angry and embarrassed. Suddenly 
he wished he had never flirted with Ms. Pleats in front of the whole class. 

If I even look at you, that’s already a compliment, he imagined saying to 
her. IJ don t go with just any girl! 


KKK 


Nearly half the school came to George’s party. Postal Dude and Bud 
drove up in Thunderbird. The other students greeted them with awe. 

“Wow!” 

“Respect, Dude!” 

“Fuck me, Posteds, that’s a fuckin’ set 0’ wheels you got there!” 

George leaned out of the window and gasped, “Whoa, Postaldawg, you 
fuckin’ rob a bank, yo? Where be my share, holmes?” 

“In da hood, dawg!” Postal Dude replied, slapping the Kord’s hood. 

Postal Dude and Bud nearly had to elbow their way inside, the party 
was so packed full of people. Bud got dragged into a game of poker while 
Postal Dude and George got into a lively argument about which Hollywood 
actress had the best behind. Their exchange ended with Postal Dude 
explaining to George that the latter was a “gerontophilic hobo wigger,” and 
George accusing Postal Dude of group homosexual bestiality. After that, the 
two youths once again became close friends. 


It turned out that George had invited not just students, but some other 
local characters as well. Bud began to feel uncomfortable when the house 
started to fill up with tattooed, bearded men and bleached blondes in mini- 
skirts. Soon, it got so noisy that the guests couldn’t hear themselves speak. 
George turned on the music, and everyone started to dance. 

Postal Dude pulled Bud aside. This made the farmer’s son endlessly 
happy as it saved him from a peculiar hooded man who had been trying to 
sell him a “magic” ring that supposedly granted its owner world 
domination. 

“Get ready for a cunt hunt,” Postal Dude said, leading his friend to the 
door. 

Once Nancy appeared in the doorway, Postal Dude told her what he 
could do to her in only 30 seconds. In reply, he received a hard punch in the 
stomach, while Bud got only a slap on the face. 

“T don’t hit boys,” Nancy said contemptuously to Bud. 

“And what am I?” Postal Dude asked with indignation. “A girl?” 

“You’re a bag o’ shit. Good day!” Nancy said as she walked away. 

“You said you can get any girl you want,” Bud reminded his friend. 

“Besides lesbians,” laughed Postal Dude. “Come on, let’s score some 
college girls!” 

But the two friends got separated in the crowd. Postal Dude completely 
forgot about Bud’s existence when he managed to draw aside a tall, lean 
blonde and began to tell her about ancient Greek orgies. 

In a few minutes, the youth was already offering the giggling blonde to 
touch his biceps. 

“Wanna see my ride, baby?” he asked. 

The girl shrieked in excitement and followed him outside. They got in 
Thunderbird. Postal Dude blindfolded himself with his T-shirt while he 
drove the car, to impress the girl with his driving skills. Aside from the 
leveling of some fences to the ground and the lawsuit threats of an angry 
bum whose pants Thunderbird took in a collision, the youth’s venture 
turned out to be quite successful. 


RK 


The next day, as Postal Dude aimlessly drove around town, he called the 
school principal about his absences. The response he got was grim. Mr. 


Heckman, the principal, informed the youth that he would have to retake 
not only math, but most of his other classes as well, making summer school 
inevitable. 

“But sir,” Postal Dude said, “I got all A’s! And I was absent only 
because my mother’s real sick and needs my help.” 

“Now, young man,” the principal replied, “attendance is very important. 
If your mother’s health negatively affects your class participation, then 
perhaps new living arrangements—” 

Postal Dude hung up before the principal could finish his sentence. He 
squeezed the steering wheel so hard that his knuckles turned white. 

“Heckman,” he said aloud, “you’re a cunt-faced cock-sucking piece 0’ 
shit ass-fucked by a dipshit-cunticle-eating faggot like a flabby-cunted 
whore sucking on a shit-fucking assleech while sitting on the puke-covered 
cock of a...” 

By the time the youth finally finished his diatribe, he noticed that a 
deathly hush had fallen on the desert. There was nothing—not even 
mountains—for miles around. Postal Dude looked in the rear-view mirror. 
There was a black spot on the horizon, swiftly following the car. 

“No!” the youth cried. “Not you! Not now!” 

Distracted, he missed a turn at full speed. There was a deafening 
grinding sound. Thunderbird rose into the air, spinning like a yo-yo. Postal 
Dude fell out of the open roof. He held on to the steering wheel. On every 
spin, his body struck the car. It hurt, but he did not let go. He only shut his 
eyes. 

Everything happened surprisingly fast. The youth nearly lost his teeth 
when the car hit the ground. Thunderbird landed on its wheels, bounced, 
then rolled on for a few yards and stopped. Postal Dude found himself 
staring at the gas pedal. Everything was perfectly still. 

The youth, still trembling, got out of the car. He saw before him the 
gates of the underground garage. On the horizon were the foggy outlines of 
Paradise. 

“Tt can’t go on like this,” Postal Dude muttered, taking a foul-smelling 
bag out of the trunk. “It’s outta control. It comes without my permission... 
shit, my car!” 

He found a large dent in the front bumper. The panels had slightly come 
apart. 


“T can’t afford to fix this,” the youth said, unlocking the garage. “It’s off 
to Uncle Dave’s, I guess.” 

He threw the bag inside, locked the garage, then got back in the car. 

“T know what to do,” he muttered. “Ill just ignore that tarry shit the 
next time it shows up. I'll try to remain here, on Earth. We’Il see what 
happens...” 

Postal Dude turned on the engine and drove off. 


Chapter Seventeen 
“Symphony of Slaughter” 


On his way to his uncle’s, Postal Dude tried to cheer up by 
remembering the compliments that he had gotten on the Kord. “Why, yes, 
thank you,” the youth said aloud, “NASA really should be jealous!” 

After he passed the tunnel half a mile from his uncle’s compound, 
Postal Dude thought he heard a cannonade in the distance. Overcome with 
curiosity, he parked the car on the side of the road, turned off the engine, 
and listened. 

The woods were still, except for the birds singing in the junipers. But as 
the youth was about to turn the engine back on, a thundering sound came 
from afar. Postal Dude stared in astonishment. 

“Winchester,” he muttered. 

Then, there was more thundering. 

“Remington, Bushmaster, AK-47?” The youth tossed his head. “What 
the fuck?” 

Postal Dude took his gun and got out of the car. He turned off the road 
and ascended a hill. Near the summit, the youth got on the ground and 
crawled to the edge. 

Once the enormous compound came into view, he gave a start. On the 
field before the church he saw a few dozen armed terrorists. Metal shutters 
were down on all of the church’s doors and windows. The walls were 
studded with bullet marks. 

“What the fucking fuck do they want from Uncle Dave?” Postal Dude 
whispered, completely nonplussed. 

At that moment, the sect leader and a few others walked out on a 
balcony. 

“You still here?’ Dave shouted to the terrorists. “Let me know when 
you get hungry, I’ve got some fresh lead!” 

“You big bullshitter, infidel!” one of the terrorists shouted in reply. 
“Tyrone no took sheikh’s money, you did! Tyrone not own that mall!” 

“So you finally figured it out,” Dave chuckled. “Yeah, in our country, 
the Tyrones usually run other kinds of establishments.” 

The terrorist grew beet red. 

“You make fun, I blow up entire building!” he barked. 

Dave and his partners laughed in chorus. 


“Sorry to ruin your fun, Ayatollah,” said Dave, “but Pll be doing the 
blowing up today.” 

With that, he threw a grenade at them. Postal Dude watched the 
terrorists scatter across the field. The grenade bounced after two of them. 
Clods of soil and severed limbs shot up into the air. 

Both terrorists fell. One was screaming and clutching his bleeding leg 
stumps. The other lay motionless. 

Dave said something into a walkie-talkie. A few church windows flew 
open, and napalm launchers protruded from within. They fired canisters of 
napalm, which flew through the air, dousing the terrorists below with the 
liquid. The men instantly blazed up. Postal Dude watched the fleeing 
terrorists turn into charred lumps of meat. 

When the fires went out, the youth looked around and, not seeing any 
more terrorists, jumped to his feet. 

“Hey, Uncle Dave!” he shouted. “Can I come in now?” 

Dave and the others looked in his direction. Postal Dude thought that his 
uncle would be glad to see him, therefore he was quite puzzled when Dave 
cried in terror, “Boy, get the fuck outta there, now!” 

“But my car’s busted!” the youth shouted in reply. 

Postal Dude had barely finished when he got hit in the back so hard that 
he rolled down to the foot of the hill. Moaning with pain, he looked up and 
saw three terrorists on the summit. They began descending the steep slope. 

The youth reached for his gun, but it was not there. Fortunately, the 
snipers on the roof of the compound spotted the three terrorists and shot 
them. 

Postal Dude heard his uncle calling to him. 

“Kid, get up!” Dave shouted. “Get yer stupid ass over here!” 

Postal Dude got up and ran over to the balcony. 

“Climb up!” his uncle ordered. 

“Climb?” the youth repeated, looking up at the third-story balcony. 
“Can’t you just toss me some guns so I can shoot from down here?” 

The sect leader gave him a quizzical look. “Are ya nuts? Get up here 
this instant!” 

Postal Dude hesitated. But when bullets suddenly started hammering the 
wall next to him, he promptly jumped up and grabbed on to a window 
ledge. Before he knew it, he was on the balcony on his back, breathing 
heavily. 


“Fine!” Dave said. “Now get inside and stay there!” 

Postal Dude crawled to the door, but instead of entering the building, he 
hid behind a pole. His uncle said something to the terrorists, and they 
opened fire again. 

“Alright, to hell with it,’ Dave thundered. “Kull the bastards!” 

Instantly, all the church doors were flung open. Gunmen in SWAT-like 
gear poured onto the field like lava. 

The ground shook. Guns thundered everywhere. Postal Dude felt the 
building tremble. 

A medley of human viscera covered the field. Chunks of meat, organs, 
and bones spread over the ground in a puree of blood. Some ran, slipping 
on others’ and on their own intestines. 

The fight didn’t last even a minute. The terrorists quickly took to their 
heels, and the gunfire gradually died down. Dave’s gunmen threw their 
weapons up in the air and applauded each other. 

“Alright, enough!” Dave shouted. “Clean up this mess before my 
parishioners see it.” Sighing, he turned to Ann. “Now we’re gonna be late 
for dinner.” 

“Honey,” Ann said cheerfully, “just give the mayor an excuse he can 
relate to: say you urgently had to get sapphire rims installed on all your sink 
drains!” 

“Alright, that might work...Will you go tell everyone the shooting was 
to scare off a pack of bears?” 

Ann went to make the announcement to the parishioners. At that 
moment, a few guards came out onto the balcony, dragging a surviving 
terrorist along. He was missing a leg and left a trail of blood on the floor. 

“He demands a word with you, Your Holiness,” one of the guards 
explained. 

Dave smiled at the terrorist. “Sorry, I can only administer last rites to 
Christians,” he said gibingly. 

The terrorist scowled. “Why did you betray the sheikh?” he asked, 
spitting blood. 

“See,” Dave said, “to betray someone, you have to be loyal to them. I 
am loyal to myself only. Clearly, your leader did not realize this, and 
interpreted my actions as betrayal. Hope I’ve answered your question. Have 
a pleasant death.” 


He nodded to the guards. They tossed the terrorist off the balcony into 
one of the trucks below, which were being loaded with corpses. Art walked 
up to the sect leader. 

“They came out of nowhere,” the lawyer said. “Good thing I spotted 
them early.” 

“The fuckin’ sand niggers sure don’t like to share,” Dave muttered. 

Postal Dude couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He stepped out from 
behind the pole. 

“Dave,” he said, “we need to talk.” 

Dave shot him a baleful look. 

“We do indeed,” the sect leader said sternly, “although I don’t remember 
giving you permission to come outside.” 

“T don’t remember asking for it,” the youth said as he returned his angry 
Stare. 

Dave’s partners exchanged glances. The sect leader motioned for them 
to go inside, so that he could be alone with his nephew. When they left, 
Dave folded his arms over his chest. 

“Now,” he began, “would you kindly explain why the hell you came 
here?” 

“T told you, my car’s busted.” 

“Don’t play dumb with me, boy! I’m asking why you came here during 
a Shootout? Are ya suicidal?” 

Postal Dude paused, then he said accusingly, “I don’t see why I’m the 
one having to explain myself. I’m not the one doin’ business with terrorists! 
What do you want with them?” 

Dave got angry. “Don’t you poke your nose into my business, boy!” he 
said, shaking his finger. “If I were...” Dave paused as a young girl ina 
bonnet and apron came out on the balcony with cleaning supplies. 

“May I?” she smiled, nodding at the bloody floor. 

“Go ahead.” The sect leader winked at her. “Rub it hard.” 

Obligingly, she began washing the floor. 

“T was at the mall,” Postal Dude said, his head hung. “You know how 
many people got killed there? And before that, there was another attack... 
You’ve put the entire town at risk!” 

Dave chuckled. “Oh, I see,” said the sect leader, “a boy with a big heart! 
Well let me tell you something, kid. It’s good to have sympathy for others, 
but ultimately, the only person you are responsible for is yourself.” 


He walked to the edge of the balcony. “And your sympathy sure is 
questionable,” Dave continued. “You feel sorry for some people you don’t 
even know, yet how I felt just now, watching you pointlessly risk your life, 
doesn’t seem to bother you.” 

“T thought you’d be proud of me for not bein’ afraid of them,” Postal 
Dude said, offended. 

“Boy, you are messed up. First, you think I’ll get upset if you eat cake 
with the wrong fork, and then you run through a hail of bullets thinking I’d 
like that! You’re like that old pal o’ mine who tried to put out the fire in his 
house with gasoline.” 

Postal Dude’s face darkened. He stood in silence, his head declined on 
his breast. Dave looked at him and sighed. 

“Look,” the sect leader said, “let’s forget all this. All I’m asking 1s that 
you use your head and stay out of gunfights. Quite a simple task for a boy 
who gets A’s in advanced calc.” 

Postal Dude smiled faintly. “So,” he asked, “won’t you tell me anything 
at all about why you were partners with terrorists?” 

He did not get an answer right away. Dave took him to a lounge inside 
the compound, and they sat on a couch. 

“You misunderstood,” the sect leader began. “I have only fooled that 
terrorist organization into thinking I was their partner so that I could trick 
them. I walked away with the money that they had appropriated for attacks 
in the U.S. So yeah, I put the town at risk, like you said, but I’ve diverted 
the terrorists away from other locations, like the White House. Still think 
I’m an asshole?” 

Postal Dude sighed. “I’m sorry, Uncle Dave,” he said sorrowfully. 
“Fucking shit, I’m no better than Mom, jumping to stupid conclusions just 
to have someone to blame...” 

Dave got up and stood facing his nephew. “Don’t curse, boy, and don’t 
say bad things about your mother. That won’t make you a better Christian. 
Instead, focus on good things in life.” 

“Well, some help fixing my car would be a real good thing,” Postal 
Dude hinted with a smile. 

“Were you in a wreck?” 

“No, just...you know, I had to drive through hell—George’s backyard, I 
mean,” the youth was quick to answer. “I ran over his bed and TV.” 


Dave ordered the Kord towed to the church and got his mechanics to 
work on it, then left for dinner with the mayor. Postal Dude stopped by one 
of the church doctors and asked him to take a look at his back. 

“You're fine,” the surgeon said, “just a bruise.” 

“Thank God,” the youth sighed, putting his T-shirt back on. “I can’t 
afford to get hurt, as I’m not eligible for my school insurance anymore.” 

“How come?” 

“They have a new policy, and owners of bikes, scooters, and 
skateboards don’t qualify.” 

“Oh,” the surgeon laughed, “I guess then you will enjoy the burning at 
the stake of a former insurance company owner.” 

“What?!” Postal Dude was shocked. “Dave didn’t say you people did 
that here!” 

“Oh, no! We don’t—the KKK does! Of course, their reasons for burning 
the guy are a bit questionable, but who cares? He’s an asshole.” 

When the youth finally left the church, it was already getting dark. As 
he headed to his car, he stumbled and twisted his ankle, swearing loudly in 
the process. 

“Ha!” someone’s laughter came from behind. 

Postal Dude turned around and saw Art. 

“Impressive language,” the lawyer noted. “I didn’t know you could do 
that to a man’s balls.” 

The youth said nothing. 

“So tell me,” Art continued, “what is it like to be a rich brat?” 

“Why don’tcha find a rich brat and ask him?” 

“Well, I guess having this Kord doesn’t count.” The man slapped 
Thunderbird on the hood, a gesture the youth didn’t like at all. “You know, 
Dave’s putting a lot more money away for you. Money that I, and a lot of 
other people, work hard to make.” 

Postal Dude gave him a long, hard look. ““What’s the point of this 
conversation?” 

“T just don’t think it’s very wise of your uncle to be investing so much 
into a kid who can’t go a month without a car wreck.” 

“Well, I don’t think it’s very wise of you to be counting your boss’s 
money,” Postal Dude shot back. “If you want a raise, then grow some balls 
and ask for it!” 


Art only laughed in response and walked away. Postal Dude hastily got 
in his car and left. 
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Postal Dude left Thunderbird near the abandoned garage, came home, 
locked himself in his room, and collapsed into bed. “You too, huh, Uncle 
Dave?” he said, sighing. “Whenever I think I’m doing something good, it is 
met with disapproval. Am I seriously such a hopeless piece o’ shit?” 

His thoughts took him back to his childhood, when he would go to his 
uncle’s to have fun, to escape from that home full of strange faces that used 
to come and go like waves on a restless ocean. And now, he doubted if he 
would want to see his uncle any time soon. 

The next few days, Postal Dude cut school. He roamed the town slums, 
picking fights. When his mother asked him why his face was bruised, the 
youth blamed a skateboarding accident. 


Chapter Eighteen 
“A True Christian” 


“The desert will eat you.” 

The scarlet Kord rode along the highway. 

“Your flesh is nothing but mountain dust. You have no right to it. The 
desert will consume everything she owns.” 

Postal Dude was trying to listen to the music flowing from 
Thunderbird’s radio, but instead he was involuntarily conversing with the 
deep male voice inside his head, which sounded much like his own. 

“Oh yeah?” the youth replied. “What if I tell the desert to go fuck 
herself?” 

He was driving through an uninhabited region of the desert. There were 
many stories about how people have disappeared in these parts, never to be 
seen again. 

“Doesn’t matter,” the voice inside his head continued. “Look at these 
gorgeous mountains! Turn off the road, and the mountains will deliver you 
from this nightmare. You will awaken.” 

“Do not tempt me,” Postal Dude said as he turned up the volume. 

He had said it in such a commanding voice as if he were talking to the 
Devil himself. But the only response was that same voice in his head: “The 
desert will eat you. That pretty car will have no driver.” 

Postal Dude turned off the radio with irritation, and the music stopped. 
He had no recollection of how he had ended up on this deserted highway. 
As it was the end of May now and classes were out in Eastside, he would 
often drive around town, trying to pick up girls. His friends would 
frequently ask him with reverence and awe about whom he was currently 
dating. 

“Dating?” he would say. “Oh, is that when you like only fuck one dumb 
girl ’cuz you so fugly no one else wants you?” 

Everyone would laugh, and backslap him, and he would smile and 
invite his friends to a gentlemen’s club, where he could get in without an ID 
as he and George always shared marijuana with the bouncers. Yet despite 
all this, Postal Dude often wondered what it would be like to say, “You 
know, there is this one girl, and her name 1s...” 


K*K* 


When Postal Dude got home, he called Bud. 

“So tell me,” Postal Dude said after they discussed the game, “what 
does it take to be a true Christian, in your opinion?” 

“Um...” Bud drawled confusedly, “getting...baptized? I dunno.” 

“No, you dumbass! I mean a true Christian in the spiritual sense.” 

“Go to church on Sundays, I guess. But I know some people go on 
Saturdays.” 

Postal Dude rolled his eyes. “Just forget it...so, is Randy out yet?” 

“Oh, the one that gave that Jewish kid a toy Hitler? I think so, but he so 
did not fuck up that fire hydrant! It was that old perv who likes banging 
stoves.” 

“You mean liked banging stoves.” 

“Huh? Why? Did he get therapy or somethin’?” 

“No... let’s just say his last date was really turned on.” 

“Oh!” Bud laughed. “I get it! That musta hurt like hell!” 

After chatting with Bud, Postal Dude went to the abandoned gas station. 
He walked up to the rusty gates, opened them, and threw in the customary 
bag of meat. 

“T know what it takes to be a Christian,” he muttered, “and it ain’t 
feeding the poor or any of that shit. To be a Christian, I have to... get nailed 
to the cross. Would you like to see me do it? I don’t know how it’s done, 
but I will do it if you want.” 

By the time he left, the sky had already turned an evening purple. It 
looked as if the clouds were leaking orange blood onto the mountains. 

Postal Dude approached his home. His elderly neighbor who was sitting 
out on the porch called to him, “Hey, PD, hold on! Are ya real?” 

Postal Dude glanced over the empty beer cans at the neighbor’s feet and 
smiled. “Well,” he said, “I was real the last time I checked. Don’t I look it?” 

“Aw, you look it alright!” the old man replied. “That’s why I’m askin’, 
*cuz some real ones just done come up to me and said they’s unreal, then 
got on my bike and left. I don’t see em nowhere.” 

“Call the cops, Mr. Smith. The new chief’s a beast. He’ll get you your 
bike back.” 

The youth went inside where he was met with the sight of his mother 
dancing in the living room with a partner who was apparently visible to her 
alone. 


“Tony’s here!” she barked at her son. “Get in the kitchen and bring us 
beer!” 

Postal Dude promptly turned around and went back outside. “Sorry, 
Mom,” he muttered, going east on the highway. “I need a drink myself.” 

The youth headed to a gas station store where the clerk on duty was 
blind and always asked the customers to read aloud the birthdates on their 
IDs. Postal Dude made a slight mistake in the reading, and walked out with 
a bottle of vodka. 

As he wandered through a field, sipping the alcohol, his mood gradually 
improved. “No girl truly likes me,” he said aloud. “Even the cheerleaders 
are like, ‘Dude, no one will marry you, you’re a womanizer.’ Well, fuck 
them! I have you, Meredith, and a whole other world that is a thousand 
times more serious than anything those bimbos will ever know.” 


Chapter Nineteen 
“Shovels Aren’t Just For Digging” 


“A garden!” cried Postal Dude, leaning hard on the shovel. “She wants 
a garden!” He was digging in his backyard. His shovel glistened in the 
morning sun. “Dammit, Mom, we don’t have money for these fucking 
luxuries!” 

Again, the blade sunk deep into the soil. The day before, Postal Dude 
had a quarrel with his mother. He found out that she had taken all the 
money that he had set aside for paying bills, went out, and bought herself 
new clothes. Postal Dude became furious. He started yelling at her, 
demanding that she go and return everything. His mother yelled at him in 
turn, flailing her arms and tearing her hair. But as she tried to retreat to her 
bedroom, she tumbled down the stairs and smashed her forehead. After that, 
such foul language rose in the house that even Postal Dude felt uneasy. 

“If I had a garden, things would be different!” his mother yelled. “Why 
don’tcha make me a garden? Why do I even have to ask you? Can’t you 
ever do somethin’ nice without me askin’? Piece o’ shit. Too bad you 
weren’t a stillborn.” 

“Mom, god-fucking-dammit!” Postal Dude shouted, following her 
around the living room. “Sit the fuck down so I can bandage yer head!” 

“Why’re you yelling at me?” She tried to fan him away. “I wanna 
garden!” 

“Cuntmaggoty shit! We ain’t got money for a garden, understand? 
You’ve fucking spent everything I earned! What are we gonna eat, huh? 
Scorpions?” 

“T want a garden with roses. And you, you shut yer trap 

She kicked her son in the groin. This ended the quarrel. The drunk 
woman headed upstairs, this time holding onto the rails, and Postal Dude 
fell asleep in the living room. 

He dreamt that he was running from the shapeless black mass with 
gigantic claws hanging in the air in front of it. His feet kept falling through 
the ground and getting cut by the sharp icy glass rods hidden below. One of 
these rods entered his heel, bisected the bone, and flew out of his thigh. A 
jet of blood hit the youth in the face. The next morning, he woke up with a 
splitting headache. His legs were numb. Yet Postal Dude still picked up the 
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shovel, went out into the backyard, and, not having the slightest idea how to 
garden, started digging anyway. 

Soon, his pace slackened. It was hard to work under the ardent sun. 
Suddenly, he saw Bud approaching. 

“Hey, PD!” Bud said cheerfully. ““We had a sleepover at Matt’s, so I 
thought I’d stop by. Wanna walk to school together?” 

“What the fuck?” Postal Dude grumbled, thrusting the shovel into the 
ground. “Summer school starts today?” 

“Um, yeah!” 

Postal Dude was about to go get his backpack when he saw a scorpion 
slowly clambering up his shirt. 

“Fucking desert!” he shouted, shaking it off. “Pll burn it to hell with all 
its scorpions!” 

Bud giggled. 

“Think this is funny, Bud?” Postal Dude snapped. “I guess you’! laugh 
your ass off when I stick your head in a scorpion nest!” 

“Whoa, Dude!” Bud exclaimed. “What’s with you today? You went on 
steroids?” 

“What? No! I just...” Postal Dude sighed heavily. “My bones hurt.” 

“That sounds like something my great-grandfather would say.” 

“Dammit, Bud, it’s them! They hurt me!” 

“What?!” 

“Well, not directly...” Postal Dude sat down on the sand. 

“You know what?” Bud said after a silence. “I think you’re just upset 
*cuz we’re gonna be a coupla metalheads all alone in a room full of rappers. 
I’m talking about math class. I mean, when I think about it, I still can’t 
believe Pop made me sign up for summer school. First, it’s hot as hell 
outside. Second, they are always out of ketchup in the summer. Third...” 

Postal Dude stopped listening. He felt unwell. 

“And then, no offense,” Bud went on, “but you’re such a complainer, 
Dude, that it’s like talking to an old fart.” 

Postal Dude did not answer. He stared into the distance where he saw a 
man swiftly approaching. 

“Who the hell is that?” he said, jumping to his feet. 

Bud fell silent and looked at the man. 

When the stranger got closer, the two friends gasped. The man’s face 
was devoid of expression. His head wobbled as if his neck was a spring. 


There was a foul stench emanating from him. 

Bud ran to hide in the shed. 

“Alright, fuckface,” Postal Dude snarled at the man as he grabbed his 
shovel, “either you scram, or your family eats your skull-fucked head for 
Thanksgiving!” 

The man was already but a few yards away. Postal Dude finally saw his 
eyes and shuddered. ““Goddammit, Meredith!” he cried. “Look what you’re 
making me do!” 

The shovel cleaved through the air. In one effective slice, the man’s 
head came clean off. His headless body flew back, blood spurting 
everywhere. 

Postal Dude stood over him with the gory shovel, listening to the voices 
talking inside his head. Bud stepped out of the shed, trembling. 

“Was that...them, too?” he muttered fearfully. 

“Yes,” Postal Dude responded quietly, “that’s what can happen to a 
person who comes near them.” 

“But...what was this guy doing near our garage?” 

Postal Dude had no intention of telling Bud that someone was after their 
secret. 

“It’s a free country,” the red-headed youth declared. “He was probably 
just strollin’ through the plains.” 

He looked around. There were no more peculiar strangers anywhere. 
The desert was wrapped in a heat haze. 

Bud plopped down on the ground. 

“Well,” he sighed, “good thing it’s all over now.” 

Looking at his friend, Bud bit his lip. Postal Dude had a wrathful 
expression on his face. 

“Nice, isn’t it?” Postal Dude said with a spiteful smile. “You just ran 
away and hid, while I got my hands dirty.” 

“What’re you saying?” Bud asked worriedly. 

“T’m sayin’ this: It’d be nice if you cared.” 

“Whoa, Postal! Don’t forget, I’m payin’ the expenses, even when that 
means givin’ up buyin’ a really cool video game for myself.” 

At that, Postal Dude burst out laughing. “Buddy, don’t fuck my brains, 
alright?” he snapped. “I’m gonna tell ya straight up: you don’t deserve to be 
a part of this.” 

Bud swallowed hard. 


“T’m the only one who can speak to them,” Postal Dude continued, 
“who knows what’s going on. And you don’t even remember they exist 
until I ask for food money!” 

He kicked the ground, raising a cloud of sand. 

“PD...” Bud said quietly, “we found them together. I need them, too. I 
want The Nobel prize, and a government job!” 

“Prize? Job? Bud, when are you gonna stop being a fool? They won’t 
help ya achieve your own stupid selfish goals! I will decide what’s best to 
do with them!” 

“Alright, look, ya already are doin’ what you think is best! I ain’t 
stopping ya, but please, don’t go puttin’ them back or doin’ some other shit 
you'll regret!” 

Postal Dude gave him a sullen look. “I regret nothing.” 

“Yeah, right!” Bud scoffed. “Maybe you also don’t regret that your 
sister—” 

“Shut your trap, Buddy.” 

Postal Dude shot him a baleful look, and Bud looked away. There was a 
long pause. 

“You are not a part of this,” Postal Dude finally said. “I’m not taking 
any more money from you for them.” 

Bud wondered how would his friend afford the food, but said nothing. 
Postal Dude headed to the south side of town. 

Before leaving, Bud called to his friend, “PD! Promise you won’t do 
anything bad to ’em behind my back?” 

Postal Dude shook with laughter. “Bud,” he called back, “you’re a 
retard!” 


Chapter Twenty 
“Secrets Always Come Out” 


In the south part of town, across from the post office, was a long, white 
building painted with black spots. Right above the entrance was a giant, 
slowly spinning statue of a cow poised on top of planet Earth, bearing the 
sign “Meat World.” 

Postal Dude went inside and approached the counter. There was no one 
behind it, just a warning on the wall that exempted the store from liability in 
the case of food poisoning, colon cancer, sudden death, and other such 
consequences. 

“Yo,” the youth called, “how about some service over here!” 

When he didn’t receive an answer, Postal Dude waited five more 
seconds out of courtesy, then went through the employee-only door. He 
passed a hallway and entered a large room with a giant meat grinder in the 
middle. There was an unconscious man dangling over its mouth on a rope. 
At the base of the meat grinder stood the butcher and the clerks, laughing 
loudly. 

Everyone fell silent when they noticed Postal Dude. 

“Well?” the youth asked acidly. “How much longer do I have to wait?” 

“What’re you waitin’ for?” the butcher asked. 

“For a chance to run for president! I’m waitin’ for some service, what 
else?” 

“Oh...well, what kinda meat ya need?” 

“This Il do!” the youth pointed at the unconscious man. 

“This ain’t for sale,” the butcher said with a frown. “It’s to make Cody 
get the fuck outta town.” 

“Well, I’m not askin’ for the whole thing, just about 20 pounds.” 

The clerks exchanged glances. The butcher shrugged and said, “Alright, 
I don’t see why not. But ya get a bellyache, don’t come whinin’ to us.” 

Postal Dude shot him an indignant look. 

“Do I look like Hannibal Lecter?” the youth snapped. “This ain’t for 
me. God!” 

He headed back to the store. The butcher pushed a button, and the 
unconscious man fell into the meat grinder. Instantly, the inlet overflowed 
with a red puree. In a few minutes, Postal Dude left the store with a bloody 
bag. 
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“Good afternoon, class!” said the chubby teacher leisurely. “Today, we, 
um, will learn how to draw an integral sign.” 

Postal Dude turned to the student sitting next to him and whispered, “I 
thought she was gonna potty-train us first.” 

“Shh!” the student hissed. 

Postal Dude turned the other way and saw a thin blonde with a lot of 
lipstick on. “What’s such a smart-lookin’ lady doin’ here with these 
imbeciles?” he whispered to her. 

“Retakin’ calc,” the girl muttered. “’Em fossils gonna get me a car for 
it.” 

“Well, I can help you. Would you like to practice after school? I know a 
lot of fine restaurants.” 

“No, thanks,” the girl answered coldly. “I’m happy with my current 
BF.” 

The youth shifted his gaze to the teacher, who had just finished drawing 
three squiggles on the board and was asking the class which one was an 
integral sign. Postal Dude felt that he could not stand it any longer. How the 
fucking fuck do I get out of class without getting an absence? he thought, 
and then he had an idea. The youth raised his hand. 

“Yes,” said the teacher with a huge smile, “want to give it a try?” 

“If I get it right,” Postal Dude said, returning her smile, “will you sit on 
my lap?” 

The teacher glared at him and yelled, “Out of my class! Now!” 

Postal Dude gathered his things and left, beaming with delight. 
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After school, when Postal Dude was about to leave, his physics teacher 
stopped him in the hall. 

“Goodness,” said the teacher, “what happened to you?!” 

“Huh?” Postal Dude shrugged. 

“Your legs!” 

A shiver went up the youth’s spine. He looked down and saw that his 
jeans were soaked with blood around the knees. 


“Young man,” the teacher said sternly, “you need immediate medical 
attention.” 

He dragged the youth to the nurse’s office. The nurse, who barely 
reached Postal Dude’s waist, flung up her arms when she saw him. 

“You poor thing!” she cried. “Oh, you’re in so much pain!” 

“T don’t feel anything,” the youth muttered, barely able to follow her 
with his eyes as she spun around him. 

“Yes, you do!” the nurse disagreed, pushing the teacher out of her 
office. “We tell you kids to wash your hands, to dress warmly, but you 
never listen!” 

She promptly called for an ambulance. 
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A few hours later, Postal Dude was sitting in the doctor’s office and 
anxiously waiting for the doctor to come back with the results. J can t 
fucking believe it! the youth thought. J was sure it was a dream. 

“A dream?” he suddenly heard a male voice speaking inside his head. 
“You don’t even know what a dream is! But here’s something you can wrap 
your mind around.” 

“What’s that?” Postal Dude asked. 

“Meredith Gray lay beneath the mountain until they dug her up.” 

The youth sighed. “Who are you, if I may ask?” he said aloud. 

“T am who I am,” said the voice. 

“Sounds awfully like God... Hey, if you are God, could you help me 
talk to Fey?” 

“Who’s that?” 

“My big sister, Janna.” 

“You had a sister?” 

Horror chilled Postal Dude to the bone. 

“Quite an imagination you have, kid,” the voice chuckled. “Dreaming 
up a family.” 

“T didn’t dream them up, you dumb shit!” the youth cried. 

“Hm, a fiery soul. Well, it doesn’t matter. The desert will consume you 
anyway. You’ll see, but it’1l be too late. Your eyes will be extinguished. The 
water in your flesh is dead. You belong to the desert.” 

“Eat shit!” 
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Postal Dude buried his face in his hands. There was now a dead silence 
in his head. Finally, the doctor came in. He told the youth that his legs were 
fine, only bruised. Postal Dude heaved a sigh of relief. 

“How did you get these scratches?” the doctor inquired. 

“Oh, um...my girlfriend and I decided to try something new, and it 
didn’t work out.” 

Postal Dude left the doctor’s office in exaltation. He nearly danced 
through the empty waiting room. But suddenly he stopped. The youth felt 
as though something hot and sticky materialized inside his chest. That same 
moment, he saw a huge hoof emerge from the hallway on his right, 
followed by a fluorescent silver metacarpus of incredible length, and finally, 
a giant horse head. 

The silver stallion leisurely headed down the hall. It was so tall that its 
withers scraped the ceiling. The crimson mantle trimmed with white fur 
concealed its mighty barrels. The opulent mane swayed with its every step, 
its hairs jingling quietly. 

The stallion held a large shattered clock of gold in its fangs. Its dial was 
muddy, its hands bent. 

The enraptured youth cried, “Hey, Hooves! Haven’t seen you in a while. 
What ya got there?” 

The silver stallion kept walking. Postal Dude noticed that the clock in 
its fangs began to get enwrapped in tree bark, which resembled a tiny 
coffin. 

“Time is dead,” a whisper sounded. “You will cling to me.” 

The horse disappeared around the corner. Postal Dude walked over there 
and saw a hole with molten edges in one of the walls. It commanded a view 
of a highway running across green fields under a crimson sky. 

Postal Dude glanced over his shoulder. “I'll be quick,” he said to 
himself and stepped into the hole. 
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“Mr. Dude,” the doctor called, coming out of his office into the waiting 
room, “you forgot your keys.” 

He halted in bewilderment. Before him was Postal Dude, shaking his 
fist at the wall and moving his lips silently. 


The doctor waved his hand in front of Postal Dude’s face, but the youth 
didn’t even blink. 

Soon, Postal Dude lowered his hands and stood still, staring into space. 

“Young man,” the doctor said cautiously. 

Postal Dude slowly shifted his gaze to him. 

“T think one more check-up won’t hurt before you leave,” the doctor 
continued. “Please, follow me.” 

Postal Dude followed him into some office and plopped down on a 
couch. The youth did not see the sign saying “Psychologist” out on the 
door. 


Chapter Twenty-One 
“The Outcast” 


“Schizophrenia!” Postal Dude shouted, furiously kicking the pavement 
on the highway. “How does my shovel up your ass sound?! Schizophrenia! 
And then he’s like, ‘Tell your parents you need pills!’ Pll give you some 
motherfuckin’ shitcunt pills that’ ll turn yer balls into warts, ass-wipe!” 

The youth could already see his house in the distance. He was so angry 
that it was hard to breathe. He slackened his pace. 

“Oh, Bud,” said Postal Dude, his head hung, “you’ve no idea what I’m 
going through. I have a bond with them that you can’t understand. I’Il give 
up college to stay here...God, I’m afraid to think of all the things I might 
yet sacrifice just to...” 

The youth approached his house, but stopped. He saw two figures in the 
window. Postal Dude bent down, snuck in through the back, and crept up to 
the living room door. He pressed his ear to it and listened. There were two 
voices: one was his mother’s, the other a man’s. Their conversation wasn’t 
very distinct. 

“Fuck you!” came the male voice. “I ain’t givin’ ya a single cent.” 

There was the sound of a beer being opened. Then, Postal Dude’s 
mother said something quietly, that he couldn’t understand. 

The youth’s heart palpitated madly. “Please don’t let it be Dad!” he 
thought, trying to remember what his father’s voice sounded like. 

Suddenly, he heard a punch. Before Postal Dude knew what he was 
doing, he threw open the door and stormed into the living room. His mother 
was on the floor, sobbing. The front door was open. The youth saw a man 
getting into a car. 

Postal Dude ran outside. Blood hammered in his temples. He bolted 
after the vehicle, but the driver sped off. 

“If you come here again, I’ Il kill you!” the youth shouted after him. 
“You hear me, fuckhead? In the name o’ God, drop dead!” 

The car disappeared in the distance. Postal Dude hurried back inside. 

“Mom!” he cried. “Mom, are you okay?” 

The youth kneeled by her and held her to his chest. 

“You can’t just drag random guys into the house,” he kept saying. “We 
went over that already!” 


As he sat there, comforting his mother, Postal Dude thought about what 
had just happened, and he had a sinking feeling. J wished someone death in 
the name of God, he thought. I’m not a Christian anymore... 

He picked up his mother and gently lowered her into the armchair in 
front of the TV. But a sudden change came over her. She leapt to her feet 
and started throwing her fists about so frantically that half the things in the 
room went flying to the floor. 

“T’m all alone!” the woman screamed. “I’Il die alone! And it’s all your 
fault!” 

With shaking hands she grabbed her son and shoved him toward the 
door. Postal Dude lost his balance and flew headfirst out onto the porch. 

“You don’t live here anymore!” his mother cried. 

“Mom, are ya nuts?! You'll die without me!” 

“Shut up!” The woman choked with rage. “I want to see you dead, ya 
hear? I don’t have a single man because 0’ you! Now get out, and don’tcha 
ever come back!” 

“Mom, wait, what about my stuff?” 

The door slammed shut. Postal Dude let out a sigh. Slowly, he got up, 
looked at the door, and shouted, “Guess I can always make ya happy and 
kill myself, since ya wanna see me dead!” 

After a short pause, he added, “If you need anything, I’Il be downtown, 
I guess.” 

There was no reply. The youth hung his head and walked away. 


KK 


Postal Dude went along the highway, fists clenched. 

“What kinda day is this?” he breathed. “I became a schizophrenic, a 
heretic, and a bum in a matter of hours...I’m actually homeless.” 

The youth wished to disappear. He headed to town, went down Main 
Street, passed the shops, the factories...without noticing, he crossed the 
entire downtown and found himself in the outskirts. 

Looking up, he saw the domes of the town Catholic church bathed in 
the evening light. The youth crossed the courtyard, opened the massive 
wooden doors, and entered an empty hall with scores of pews. Postal Dude 
hadn’t been in the church for a long time. He missed the peaceful 
atmosphere and the high ceilings. 


The youth walked up the aisle, his footsteps echoing across the vast 
interior, and sat down on one of the pews. 

“At least here I can be alone with God,” he muttered. 

At that moment, he heard footsteps coming up behind him. An elderly 
priest walked up to him and greeted him. 

“T remember you!” said the priest in a friendly voice. “You’re David’s 
nephew. Oh, but how you’ve grown. Time really does fly.” 

“Sure does,” Postal Dude sighed. “Flies like a Boeing Super Hornet, but 
only to end in death.” 

“But what is death? See, dear boy, that is an age-old question. History’s 
greatest minds have tried to answer it, and failed. Fortunately, at our church, 
we make clear, affordable answers available to everyone. You can sign up 
for our Wednesday-night Bible lectures for only $10.99.” 

The youth gave him a sullen look. “I don’t need more lecturing, Father, 
I’d much rather sit quietly and meditate.” 

“Why,” the priest smiled, “we have meditation courses too. There’s a 
student discount for those, by the way.” 

“Actually, I like to meditate alone,” Postal Dude hinted with a frown. 

“Ah, I see. Loneliness is your problem—the plague of modern youth. 
Poor child! Put your faith in God to guide you through your difficult teen 
years. And of course, you’re always welcome to come talk to our 
adolescent counselor. It’s only $65.99 per session. What medical coverage 
do you have?” 

“None. Listen, Father, I’m not going through one of those teen 
depressions, alright?” the youth said with irritation. “And if I hear the word 
“discount” or “something 99” again, I'll just walk out. I am pretty sure 
Jesus didn’t charge people for helping them!” 

The priest sighed. “Of course Jesus didn’t,” he said, “that’s what makes 
him Jesus. Me, I’m just a country priest. All I can say is this: if you can 
help a complete stranger without charging them, then do so. I try to do just 
that every day after work.” 

Postal Dude smiled. “Well, that sounds more Christianly. Thank you, 
Father. [Il do that!” 

The old man shook the youth’s extended hand. 

“My pleasure!” the priest smiled. “Unfortunately even the church has 
become too commercialized. Everything is overpriced, and the only way 
around it all is to purchase a platinum membership with us. It’s only 


$299.00 a month, and will get you a discount on Bibles, religious services, 
and more!” 
“Thank you, Father,” said the youth sternly and marched out. 
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Postal Dude kept the priest’s advice in mind as he wandered through 
town. When he saw a girl hanging from a crane by the back of her dress, he 
gladly offered to help. The girl eagerly accepted and asked him to unfasten 
her dress from the crane. 

“But if I do that, you’ ll fall to your death!” the youth observed. 

“Oh, wow, thanks, cap!” the girl shouted. “Do you think I’m stupid? 
I’m committing suicide, you cretin!” 

“Suicide? But...what about your family?” he asked, wondering if the 
girl had a younger brother. 

“FYI, my family’s the reason I wanna kill myself.” She started flailing 
her arms. “Hurry up, dammit, before I change my mind!” 

The youth climbed the crane and unhooked her dress. The girl hit the 
ground. Her head split in half, pieces of her skull sprinkling the pavement. 
Postal Dude stared at her awhile, then muttered, “Well, have I helped her?” 
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Night was drawing on. The warm breeze gave way to a cool evening 
wind. A golden color banded the dark-blue clouds, and shadows grew 
longer by the minute. 

Postal Dude decided to spend the night in Thunderbird. He folded the 
roof back, curled up on the back seat, and gazed at the Milky Way. He was 
no longer worried about his mother, or the coming day. He was wondering 
what was he to eat now, where was he to shower, do homework... 

“But, looking on the bright side, at least all this fresh air is good for 
me,” he sighed and drifted off to sleep. 
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Postal Dude awoke early in the morning. His classes would not start for 
a while. 


“Some food wouldn’t hurt,” he sighed, stepping out of the car. 

He realized that he had not eaten at all the day before. The sand beneath 
his feet started to resemble bread crumbs, and the stones looked like beef 
jerky. 

Uncle Dave! it dawned on the youth. J don t have to tell ‘im what 
happened. I'll just stop by for breakfast. He’ll be glad to see me. 

Getting to Dave’s compound on a skateboard took a while, but buying 
gas was not an option. Postal Dude got off near the field and greeted the 
guards. They knew him and were about to let him pass, but suddenly Art, 
who happened to be nearby, walked up to them and blocked Postal Dude’s 
way. 

“Whoa!” the lawyer said. “What are you doing here?” 

The question caught the youth completely off guard. 

“What do you mean? I’m here to see my uncle.” 

“Dave’s not here.” Art stepped forward, forcing the youth to move back. 
“And I don’t know what gave you the idea that you can just come here 
when you please.” 

Postal Dude was stunned. “Excuse me?” he cried. “I’m Dave’s nephew. 
Damn right I can come to his house when I please!” 

“Well, excuse me, as well,” the lawyer replied harshly, “but as long as 
Dave is not here, I get to decide who can come in, and who can’t.” 

Postal Dude never liked the man, but now he simply itched to knock his 
head off with a shovel. 

“What is your problem?” the youth asked. 

“What is your problem? You were just told that your uncle is not here.” 

“Well, where is he?” 

“Outta the country.” 

The youth’s heart sank. “Did he say I can’t come in?” 

“I’m saying that.” 

Postal Dude was trembling with rage. 

“You guys!” he said to the guards, looking at them pleadingly. 

The gunmen shrugged helplessly. 

“Their instructions are to obey me,” explained Art. “Now, please leave.” 

Postal Dude stepped back and nodded. “Alright,” he said, “I’Il leave. 
But there’Il be hell to pay when I tell Dave about this. And you!” he 
addressed the guards. “You are all getting fired!” 


He wheeled around, beet-red, got on his skateboard, and left. Art 
followed him with his eyes until some man walked up to the lawyer. 

“That the kid?” the man asked. 

“That’s him,” replied Art. 

“Don’t look too difficult.” 

“No,” Art lowered his voice, “but trust me, he is.” 


Chapter Twenty-Two 
“Metal Clashing” 


The sun was shining mercilessly. By the time Postal Dude got back to 
town, he grew faint from the heat. He stopped to catch his breath. 

But as he stood still with his head hung, he saw something shift out of 
the corner of his eye. He looked up and saw that he was near the abandoned 
gas station, inside the circle of the ruins of the old store. But J was just 
downtown! he thought. 

With horror Postal Dude realized that Thunderbird was missing from its 
usual spot. So were the gates of the garage, the highway, and the distant 
mountains. The little island of ruins was surrounded by a boundless ocean 
of sands. 

Not again, flashed across the youth’s mind. Please, get out of this 
world! 

But it was no use. Slowly, Postal Dude turned around. The familiar 
black mass, reminiscent of a deformed human figure, raced toward him, 
gliding on the sand like on ice. There was a long scythe with a notched 
blade spinning around it as if wielded by an invisible hand. 

A shiver went up the youth’s spine. 

“I’m ignoring you!” he said with determination. “You’re not here. This 
is Earth!” 

Postal Dude stood still and looked away. But the mass did not stop. The 
youth could not bear it. He jumped aside. The scythe cleaved the air. The 
mass glided leisurely to the edge of the ruins. There it stopped, then slowly 
headed back in his direction. Postal Dude clenched his fists. 

Suddenly, the mass shot forward. Postal Dude had to jump aside again. 
He felt a strong gust of air from the scythe. 

The youth got up, trembling. / have to get outta here, raced through his 
mind. He pictured himself back in Paradise. But he still saw only the ruins 
and the mass. 

The black mass retreated, then slowly glided toward the youth again. It 
now had several bony claws in front of it. Like the scythe, they seemed 
unaffected by gravity. 

Postal Dude stood rigid with fear and virulent wrath. He waited until the 
mass struck again. Then, he dropped to his knees and grabbed the claws. 
The scythe whooshed above his head. 


The youth flung the claws aside. The mass flew with them. Touching 
the claws gave Postal Dude a stabbing pain in his hands. 

The mass started chasing him around. The scythe spun with inhuman 
speed. Postal Dude, pale and breathless, had to dodge faster and faster. His 
muscles burned. A haze appeared before his eyes. The sound of metal 
clashing came every time the scythe struck the ruins. 

Finally, the youth tripped and landed right on top of the mass. The 
scythe met his body. 

He was hit by the snath. But the blow was so powerful that he flew 
through the air like a ball. He landed on his chest. He could not get up. 
Having touched the mass, he felt drained of life. 

Postal Dude turned over on his back. The black mass was standing next 
to him. 

The scythe came down with a whoosh. At the last second, he caught the 
snath with both hands. The tip of the blade stopped an inch from his eye. 

Postal Dude pulled the scythe with all his might. He felt it come out 
from under the mass’s control. He rose to his feet and faced the mass, his 
eyes wide with rage. 

“When I say ‘leave me alone,’” the youth hissed, “I mean it! I’m gonna 
enter this world only when I choose to, not when you drag me into it, you 
hear?” 

The black mass stood still, its edges swaying lightly. Postal Dude felt 
disgusted. He turned around and headed into the desert, spinning the 
weapon in his hands. 

Gradually, the sand beneath his feet turned to grass. The gray haze in 
the distance gave way to mountains. He looked around and saw the familiar 
streets of Paradise. 

“T gotta get to school,” he said. 

Some man called to him: “Hey, buddy, you alright?” 

“Yep,” Postal Dude shrugged. “Why?” 

“You just fainted for a few seconds there. I was about to call an 
ambulance!” 

“Fainted?” the youth repeated in surprise. “Is that what it looks like 
from here?” 

Postal Dude noticed with vexation that the scythe had vanished. He 
thanked the stranger and went to school. 
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When the youth entered the nearly empty school building, he fell on the 
first water fountain he saw. The water felt like a heavenly nectar. Postal 
Dude splashed some of it on his dust-covered face. One of the girls who 
passed by looked at him scornfully. 

“Check out the dork washing in the water fountain!” she giggled. 

“Got PMS?” Postal Dude snapped. “Nothing a little gang bang can’t 
cure.” 

The girls gaped at him and hurried away. 

“Bow-legged pussies,” the youth sneered. “Learn a thing or two from 
Nancy!” 

He then picked up his backpack from the nurse’s office and headed to 
the cafeteria. There, he ran into Bud, who was getting a double serving of 
eggs and bacon. Postal Dude was going mad with hunger, but said nothing. 
He sat down with Bud and watched him eat. 

“Jimmy came out,” Bud said, taking a huge bite of bacon. 

Postal Dude sighed. 

“What do ya think,” Bud continued, “Ed and the guys gonna beat ’1m 
up?” 

“Doubt it. Unless they find a pro sumo wrestler to be on their side.” 

“It’s actually weird that he’s gay. They caught him screwin’ with 
Paulette.” 

“So he’s fuckin’ bi,” Postal Dude snapped. “Who the hell cares, 
dammit?!” 

“Hell, I don’t!” Bud shrugged. “I just don’t get it... Paulette herself 
weighs like 300 pounds. So how did they find stuff down there?” 

The smell of food became too much for Postal Dude. He said he was 
sick and left. 
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After school, Postal Dude was summoned to the principal’s office. Mr. 
Heckman wanted to know how the youth’s mother was doing. 

““She’s fine,” Postal Dude said, barely able to keep his anger in check. 

“T just never see her at the parent-teacher conferences anymore,” the 
principal continued. “You know, if she is very ill, maybe some 


arrangements can be made to—” 
“Her only illness is loneliness. You wanna help, go marry her.” 
Heckman had nothing to say to that. Reluctantly, he dismissed the 
youth. Postal Dude stormed out of the school, shaking with fury. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 
“Kindness” 


It was getting dark. Postal Dude roamed the streets in search of work, 
but found none. He ended up loitering in Lower Paradise. 

“So,” he said to himself, sitting down on a dumpster in a poorly lit alley, 
“I’m a homeless schizophrenic. What a fine thing to put on college apps.” 

The youth tugged at his hair. “Why is my life falling apart?” he shouted. 

Postal Dude took a deep breath. He watched as a stray dog cautiously 
entered the alley, sniffing the air. “Hey, come here!” he called to the animal. 
“What’s your name?” 

The dog walked up to him. He petted it and gave it a bone he saw in the 
dumpster. 

“You probably have no name,” the youth went on, “like me...Why 
bother with names anyway? Social security numbers would probably cost 
less to put on gravestones!” 

The dog followed Postal Dude as he headed to the abandoned gas 
station. But when he neared the hill with the old gates, the dog stopped, 
gave him a frightened look, then ran away. Postal Dude walked up to the 
garage, putting his hands in his pockets. 

“You know,” he said, “I won today. Even took his scythe. Did you like 
it?” 

He hearkened to the silence of the night, expecting to hear the familiar 
voices in his head. But he heard nothing. The youth sighed and settled into 
Thunderbird... 
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The night was hard. Postal Dude was so hungry that he could not fall 
asleep. When morning came, he got out of Thunderbird and slammed the 
door in anger. 

“T have to find work, dammit,” he cried. “Or the next thing I’Il be eating 
will be the hair pie of some fat-cunted shop girl in exchange for an expired 
sandwich!” 

Again he wandered through town in search of a lawn to mow or a car to 
fix. But again he found nothing. Finally, he entered a small grocery store. 


“Sir,” the youth said to the man at the register, “please let me dust this 
place for your cheapest sandwich.” 

The clerk shot him an angry look and said, “Beat it, punk!” 

“Please, sir,” the youth insisted. “I’1l also wash the floors.” 

“T said get out!” the man barked and went back to ringing up an old 
lady’s groceries. 

Postal Dude exited the store. 

“No big deal,” he muttered to himself, “that fugly loser just knows that 
I’m gonna have people like him scrubbing my toilet when I graduate 
Harvard with a major in...no, a double major in computer science and 
applied math!” 

With that, the youth spat on the shop window. The passers-by looked at 
him in surprise. 

“T’ll be a professor in a kickass university,” Postal Dude said so that 
everyone could hear. “And Pll open my own software company. I have an 
awesome future!” 

The passers-by laughed and went on their way. One of them jokingly 
told the dirty-faced youth to go and “wash up.” 

Postal Dude leaned against the shop window and stared at a huge turkey 
sandwich. He was dizzy with hunger. 

“Here you go,” he heard someone say. 

The youth looked to the side and saw the old lady from the store. She 
was smiling and handing him a ten-dollar bill. Postal Dude stood with his 
mouth agape. 

“But I can’t...” he said and trailed off. 

The old lady laughed, thrust the money in his pocket, and walked away. 

Forgetting everything, Postal Dude ran to the nearest hot dog stand and 
bought himself a large juicy hot dog with ketchup and mustard and a bottle 
of pop. He got so carried away by the food that he almost forgot about 
class. Gulping down the last bits, he made for school. But he hadn’t even 
run a block when he heard a familiar voice call him. He stopped and saw 
his math teacher. 

“Hello, Ms. Pleats,” the youth muttered. 

Ms. Pleats smiled. “I’m sorry,” she said, “you’re obviously in a hurry.” 

“Well,” Postal Dude said gloomily, “I wouldn’t be in a hurry if they 
didn’t make me retake courses I got A’s in!” 


“Can’t say I didn’t warn you. But didn’t you get the call? The school’s 
closed for a few days.” 

“How come?” 

“Apparently last night a few freshmen decided that it would be awfully 
funny to dress up as terrorists and run around the school building. The 
military got there and opened fire before anyone could warn them. The 
freshmen did not get hurt, but the school is closed until they can get new 
windows installed.” 

“Oh...” The youth barely refrained from laughter. “Guess I’m in no 
hurry at all then.” 

Ms. Pleats looked at him questioningly. “PD,” she asked cautiously, “‘is 
everything okay?” 

“What’d’ya mean?” 

“Well...” Ms. Pleats hesitated. “I mean your clothes...” 

The youth looked down at himself and realized that he was covered 
with dirt. “Oh, um, you see,” he began with an awkward smile, “‘our 
washing machine died on us, and we can’t afford a new one right now, so I 
kinda...” He broke off, mad at himself for lying. 

“But you can’t go around looking like that!” said Ms. Pleats. “Come, 
you can wash up at my house.” 

Postal Dude grew beet red. “No, Ms. Pleats, I can’t...” 

“Sure you can!” she insisted. She proceeded to take him to her house. 
When they got there, he paused in the living room, his head hung. 

“You're very kind,” he sighed, “but...Ms. Pleats, you’re risking a lot. If 
anyone from school sees me coming out of your house...well, there’s only 
one possible conclusion they can draw about the reason for my visit.” 

“Yes, I know the potential price of bringing you here,” the teacher 
replied calmly. “As well as the potential price of not reporting you to the 
principal when you fingered one girl after another during math.” 

Postal Dude was amazed to hear this. “You saw that?” he cried. “Then 
how could you let it go?” 

“Well, it wasn’t easy. But I tolerated your audacities because I was 
guided by a single consideration...” She paused. “You’re one of the best 
students I’ve ever had. And I’m tired of watching the best graduates either 
get married or mop floors in fast-food restaurants. You need a clean resume 
to get into a good college. I’ve done my part keeping it clean. Hopefully, in 


return, I'll finally get to see a brilliant young man break free from the 
chains of small-town America.” 

Postal Dude stared at her in silence for a while. 

“T...wow,” he finally said, “thank you, Ms. Pleats. The world needs 
more people like you.” 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
“Shadow of the Past” 


Postal Dude watched TV as he waited for his clothes to dry, but he 
could not focus. He felt a void inside. Finally, he turned the TV off. 

“Ms. Pleats,” the youth called, “can I have some candy?” 

Ms. Pleats entered the living room with a finger at her lips. She was on 
the phone, looking alarmed. 

“T don’t know about her,” she said, “but he doesn’t seem to have a 
drinking problem. He’s a great student!” 

Postal Dude’s heart sank. /t's about me, he thought. 

“T understand,” the teacher continued. “You’re welcome. Bye.” 

Ms. Pleats hung up and sighed heavily. She walked over to the sofa 
where the youth sat. Postal Dude was suddenly overcome with fear. 

“PD,” Ms. Pleats began in a quiet voice, “I have to tell you something. 
It’s about your mother...” 

The youth grew pale. 

““She’s in the hospital. The police found her on the highway, 
unconscious. I have just spoken with the Chief...” She paused. “Your 
mother told him that she had kicked you out of the house, but then changed 
her mind and went looking for you. Apparently, she blacked out on the 
way.” 

Ms. Pleats fell silent. Postal Dude sat squeezing the edge of the sofa 
with his fingers. 

“You look like you have more to tell me,” he said slowly. 

Ms. Pleats walked a turn about the living room. “You see,” she finally 
replied, “the doctors won’t say anything for sure...” 

“So, will she die?” 

“PD,” said the teacher calmly, “just go to the hospital.” 

Postal Dude gave the teacher a long look. “How hard is it to say a few 
words?” he murmured, leaning back on the sofa. “Your mother is dying.” 

Silence fell. A car passed by in the distance...then another... 

“T’ll leave right now,” the youth finally said. 

The teacher nodded understandingly. Postal Dude got dressed, absently 
thanked Ms. Pleats, and left the house. 

The teacher called after him, “If you need anything at all, let me know!” 


Postal Dude stopped and laughed, “Please, enough of this kindness! I 
don’t know what to do with it!” 
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The youth went home. He lay down in the living room and watched 
specs of dust go round in the sunlight. He recalled the days of his early 
childhood, when Janna would play with him after school, and when the 
kitchen would be filled with the smell of freshly baked cookies... 

Postal Dude got up and went back outside. He headed east on the 
highway, leaving behind the evening sun. 
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The cemetery in the woods was bathed in moonlight. A human form 
with a shovel crept between the tombstones, then stopped at one of them 
and started digging. 

At last, when only his head remained above the ground, something 
crunched under the shovel. He tossed the tool aside. 

When he climbed out of the grave, in his arms was a corpse with a few 
strands of red hair on its crown. The youth sat on his knees and gazed into 
the two deep hollows that had once contained emerald eyes. 

“Forgive my selfishness,” he said, “I didn’t mean to disturb you. I just 
wanted to take another look at you before you’re completely gone.” 

The skull wore an indifferent grin. 

“Do you miss me?” asked Postal Dude. “Do you even remember who I 
am?” 

Tears trickled down his face. He hugged the corpse, but his grip was too 
tight. The corpse came apart above the pelvis. The lower part of it broke off 
and fell into the grave. An owl fluttered over Postal Dude’s head. He 
flinched, then sat still, rocking the shriveled upper body in his arms. 


Chapter Twenty-Five 
“The Art of Sewing” 


Bud decided once and for all to get as many girlfriends as Postal Dude. 
Maybe I'll have more luck if I lose weight, he thought, so he bought some 
health magazines and went on a diet. The suffering was unbearable. He had 
never tasted a thing more foul than a double cheeseburger without ketchup, 
or an ice cream with no caramel topping. 

The magazines promised noticeable results on the third day. When Bud 
walked up to the mirror and saw no change, he got very angry and consoled 
himself with a bowl of chili before going to bed. He slept soundly until 
about 4:00 a.m. when he heard persistent knocking on the door. 

“Go away, Dad,” he grumbled, pulling his sheets over his head. “It’s too 
early!” 

The door opened, and someone entered the room. “Bud, I’m sorry, but I 
don’t feel well,’ came a familiar voice. 

Bud jumped up in surprise. “PD!” he cried, dumbfounded. 

Postal Dude sat at Bud’s desk. He was covered with soil, and a putrid 
odor emanated from him. His eyes shone feverishly. 

“Jesus Christ,” Bud muttered in shock, “what the fuck happened to 
you?” 

Postal Dude heaved a deep sigh. “I broke it,” he said in a tranquil voice. 

“Broke what?!” 

“Sis’s corpse.” 

“What?!” 

“Tt was all she had left me, and I broke it. Can I ask you something?” 

Bud flung his arms up. “Terrific!” he cried. “He sneaks into my house 
covered with dung, talks nonsense, and I’m the one who’s gotta answer 
questions. Fuck yeah!” 

“T came here because you’re my friend,” Postal Dude said sharply. “So 
either you hear me out like a friend, or I slaughter your dad’s best cow.” 

Bud gulped. 

“Whoa, come on, Postmaster,” he chuckled, “don’t get pissed. I’m just 
kinda shocked, naturally...but Ill hear ya out. What’s on your mind?” 

Postal Dude tapped his fingers on the desk and said, “How do you 
impress a girl?” 

Bud stared at him in shock. 


“PD,” said the farmer’s son, “you’re a guy whose cock has been in like 
every other hole in town, and you’re asking me how to impress a girl?” 

Postal Dude laughed. “You know what, forget it,” he said, stretching. 
“Sorry for wakin’ ya. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doin’ here.” 

He got up and headed to the door. 

“Hold on!” said Bud. “How come you’re covered in shit?” 

Postal Dude gave him an infuriated look, but then smiled. “I was... 
workin’ at the construction site.” 

“Oh...swell. So you gonna be at school tomorrow?” 

“It’s open? How did they get new windows so fast?” 

“They didn’t. Heckman read some research that says people learn better 
in fresh air. So they knocked out the windows they had left instead 0’ 
buyin’ new ones.” 

“T see,” Postal Dude nodded. “See ya tomorrow then.” 


KKK 


Postal Dude walked into the town filled with morning light. “Time to 
feed you, friends,” he thought. “I have no money, but I don’t need it. God 
will feed us.” 

He turned a corner and went down an alley behind a line of stores. 
Suddenly, he saw a familiar face: the grocery store clerk who had kicked 
him out the other day. The man was taking out the garbage. When he saw 
Postal Dude standing there looking at him, the man became furious. 

“You damn bum!” he cried. “Now you gonna stalk me?” 

The youth smiled. “Confirmed I am in my faith,” he said aloud. 

He seized the broom the man held and hit him with it. The blow put out 
the man’s left eye and he fell on the pavement, bleeding and barely 
conscious. 

Postal Dude stepped closer to the groaning man, raised the broom, and 
brought it down on the man’s skull with all his might. There was a crunch, 
and the man stopped moving. Postal Dude stood over him, thinking about 
how the man had kicked him out, then looked at the blood flowing to his 
sneakers. And it felt good... 
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When Postal Dude reached the garage, he flung the gates open and 
tossed a hefty garbage bag inside. “Lunch, guys!” he said. 

While the underground dwellers enjoyed the meal, the youth turned on 
Thunderbird’s radio and listened to the coverage about a body that had been 
found cut up in an alley. 

“Mom went looking for me,” he said to the open gates. “That means she 
actually cares. To show my gratitude, I’m gonna have to pass on visiting her 
at the hospital, because she said she never wants to see me again.” 

He looked at the distant mountains cloaked in morning haze. “So there! 
I do think of others...am I not a Christian?” 

Postal Dude put his head on his knees. “Nope,” he sighed, “like I said, 
not until I get nailed to the cross. And how do I do that? Simply piercing 
my wrists and ankles won’t do. III still be human, just a human in a lot of 
pain. Only the true death of all that is human opens the gates to God’s 
Kingdom.” 

He walked up to the garage and said, “You yourself are stuck between 
God’s Kingdom and the Earth, aren’t you? Well then, let’s go to God 
together! But for now, just eat, my dear, eat...I’m here for you, not you for 
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me. 
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Later that day, as he aimlessly wandered the streets, Postal Dude ran 
into George. 

“So,” George asked, “we goin’ to Shelby’s today, dawg?” 

“Huh?” 

“That’s right, I got everything set up. You gonna strip, put a muzzle on, 
and I’ma drive you to her place. Then, when you hit ’er, ’ma come in 
sayin’ I be da fuckin’ PETA here to stop dis, and then get some!” 

Postal Dude stared vacantly into the distance, then muttered something 
unintelligible. 

“Man, what’s up with you?” George snapped his fingers before his 
friend’s face. “Whatcha on, boy?” 

Postal Dude did not respond. George sighed in annoyance and told him 
to “go easy on the crack” for a while. After they parted, Postal Dude 
continued to roam the town, listening to a persistent deep male voice inside 
his head. 


“You have no mother,” the voice was saying. “You’re all alone. Your 
family doesn’t exist. And neither do you. From where I am looking at the 
world, you’re nowhere to be found. Cling to me, and I will show you.” 

By the time it got dark, Postal Dude headed home on the highway. 
Suddenly, he heard someone calling him. 

“Hey, wait!” A strange man caught up with him. “You’re Postal Dude, 
right?” 

“Yes,” the youth answered calmly. “And who are you?” 

“You won’t need that information.” The man pulled out a gun. “Keep 
walkin’!” 

He pushed Postal Dude and pressed the weapon to his back. The youth 
obeyed. 

“Boy, this was easier than robbing an ATM!” the man laughed. “That 
other guy musta really sucked.” 

“What other guy?” 

“The hit-man that almost got you this spring.” 

“Oh,” Postal Dude drawled pensively, “so I was right. Someone is tryin’ 
to knock me off. But who? The people after my secret clearly want me 
alive...” 

“Hey, shut up! I ain’t gettin’ paid to hear ya talk!” 

The youth ignored him. “Oh, fuck me!” Postal Dude cried suddenly. “I 
know who it is, ha-ha! Oh my God, Dave, wait ’til you hear this!” 

“Shut it, or P11 shoot!” 

“Shoot who?” The youth looked around. “I’m nowhere to be found.” 

Postal Dude abruptly jerked his arm back, knocking the gun out of the 
hit-man’s hand. The next second, the man was on his back, the youth 
strangling him. 

The hit-man kicked, pulled at Postal Dude’s wrists, but all in vain. His 
eyes bulged out. He spat and drooled, then slowly grew still. Postal Dude 
grabbed the body by the leg and headed to the abandoned garage. 
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When Postal Dude got home, he went upstairs and paused in the 
doorway of his room. Everything was just as he had left it before his mother 
kicked him out a few days ago: the PC was still turned on, and cigarettes 
and notebooks were piled on the keyboard. 


Postal Dude walked up to the window and gazed into the darkness. 
Slowly, a boundless desert took the place of his room, illuminated by a red 
sun. The silver mane flowed against the darkening sky. The equine skull 
reflected in the hood of the red car... 
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Postal Dude left before dawn and headed to the northern suburbs, where 
he robbed Farmer Joe. The youth had to run a long time to evade pursuit 
before he finally got home. He burst into the living room, threw off his 
backpack, and took a can of soda from his pocket. As he drank, he flipped 
through yesterday’s mail. 

It was mostly bills. He pitched them aside and opened a letter that had 
been sent to his mother from the school. It read: 


It is with deep regret that I inform you of our forced decision to 
expel your son from school. Due to the frequency with which our 
mentally disturbed students bring arms to class, we obtained 
permission from the government to expel at will. 

After hearing from your son’s psychologist, we... 


Postal Dude didn’t bother to read the rest. He crumpled up the letter and 
pitched it at the TV. “Guess this means Heckman hasn’t heard about Mom 
yet,” the youth muttered. “When he does, he’ II have someone from the 
social services over here in no time...another free meal for you guys.” 

Postal Dude thought with bitterness about the university desk at which 
he had so often pictured himself. He took off his jacket, revealing his 
favorite T-shirt with a silver alien head, and settled into the armchair. All 
the events that had taken place that spring floated before his mind’s eye. 

Postal Dude wasn’t even sure that he remembered everything correctly. 
His entire life suddenly seemed like an endless dream. 

“Success in the eyes of God,” he said aloud, “is not measured by what 
school you go to, what job you have, or any of that other human shit. God 
created man so that man could surpass himself and fly into eternity. And 
although I have failed at this worthless show called life, before God I shall 
not fail.” 


Postal Dude leaned back in the armchair. But the next instant, he leapt 
to his feet as someone broke down the front door with a terrible noise. 

Two men in black suits burst inside. The youth raced upstairs. 

“Get ’im!” they yelled. “Shoot him in the legs!” 

When the pursuers ran upstairs, they saw a wide open window at the 
end of the hallway. Postal Dude was already outside, fleeing. 

“We won’t catch him,” the first man said. 

“Nope.” 

They came back downstairs. One of them picked up Postal Dude’s 
backpack and took out a foul-smelling bag. In it were swollen brains. 

“Pig,” the first man said. “I thought they prefer cow.” 

“They’re not that picky,” the second pointed out. 

The first man carefully set the bag of brains down. The two strangers 
went out into the backyard, wondering where to look for the youth now. 

To their great surprise, they found Postal Dude standing there, looking 
straight at them and smiling. 

The two men exchanged glances and produced guns. 

“Kid, you’re not very smart, are ya?” said the first. 

The youth did not reply for a while. “Seems like you’ve come to cause 
trouble,” he finally said. 

The strangers chuckled. 

“T’m glad you caught on,” the first man said with a mocking smile. “I 
knew from the way you dealt with those three thugs that you can’t be that 
simple.” 

Postal Dude raised an eyebrow. “You knew those people?” he asked. 

“We hired them, to relieve you of certain property.” 

There was a silence. 

“Well,” Postal Dude smiled, “why should I be afraid of you, then? 
You’re not gonna kill me. You need me to handle them.” 

“That’s right,” the second man put in, “but if you were smarter, you 
would not have come back here to hand them over.” 

“Who said anything about handing them over?” 

The two men looked at each other and laughed. They were quite 
experienced in their field of work, but even that did not suffice to foresee 
Postal Dude’s next move: the youth had a gun in his jeans. He put his hands 
in his pockets. A shot rang out. 


The first man fell with a hole in his throat. The second got shot in the 
hand and dropped his gun. 

“Guess shooting from the hip has its benefits,” the youth grinned. 

Terrified, the surviving man dashed into the house. Postal Dude would 
not shoot him in the back. Instead, the youth waited a few seconds, 
listening, then fired just left of his mother’s bedroom window. A cry 
sounded inside the house. 

The youth listened again and fired a second time. Then a third. The cries 
and the swearing inside finally ceased. 

“Sorry for the mess, Mom,” Postal Dude said, gazing at the holes in the 
wall. 

Suddenly, he heard someone call him. He turned to the neighboring 
house, where Mr. Smith was leaning out of the window. 

“Hey, PD,” the old man shouted, “how ya doin’?” 

“Not bad, Mr. Smith,” said Postal Dude, “and you?” 

“Ah, don’t ask! Rosie done cheated on me again. My TV’s busted. 
Everything’s goin’ to hell!...Say, ya seen ’em CIA folks here today?” 

“Nope. Why would the CIA come here, though?” 

“T done called ’em ’bout that new Russian guy. Told ’em to check ’im 
out in case he’s a Commie. I ain’t lettin’ no Commies screw us up like that 
time they killed Lincoln!” Mr. Smith glanced at his watch. “Well, the 
game’s startin’. Now if ya sees ’em CIA folks, you send ’em over to me.” 

“Will do!” 

The old man disappeared inside his house. Postal Dude kneeled by the 
first man’s corpse and pressed a knife to its throat. Bones crunched and 
ligaments snapped. 

The other man lay on the second floor covered in sweat and blood. 
Soon, he felt someone drag him down into the living room. Looking up, he 
saw Postal Dude standing over him and smiling, the first man’s severed 
head in his hand. 

“Time to feed certain property,” the youth mimicked the first man’s 
voice, moving the lips on the severed head. 

He set the head down on an end table. The dying man watched in 
horror. He opened his mouth, but could utter no sound. 

“Yes, I know,” Postal Dude said compassionately, “you really want to 
tell me something, but can’t. You feel mute. What a striking coincidence. 
That’s exactly how I feel. Obviously I’m not injured, but I still can’t quite 


describe what’s happening to me. It’s as if I’m slowly awakening. 
Actually...” 

The youth took some thread and needles from a drawer. He then 
dragged the man into a sitting position in the armchair and stood behind 
him. 

“Seeing what an epic failure Western philosophy 1s, I’ve decided that 
it’s best to communicate complex ideas through art, not language,” Postal 
Dude said, “and the art of sewing will do great in this case.” 

The man moaned hoarsely as the needle pierced his cheek. Blood 
trickled down his chin. 

“Like it’s not enough bein’ a rich man’s nephew and havin’ a jealous 
asS-wipe sendin’ assassins after me,” Postal Dude continued. “I also have to 
deal with some unknown criminal organization because of what I keep in 
that garage...not to mention that I’m a penniless schizophrenic orphan now. 
Hell, no! It’s not me. It’s this human body I’m in. It will die and rot one day. 
But who am I? I can’t put it into words, although I know it with all my 
heart.” 

The needle scraped the man’s gums and enamel. 

“Now do you understand?” he heard a deep voice. “See how much alike 
we are now?” 

The last thing the man saw was his own reflection in a mirror and Postal 
Dude’s smiling face. 


Chapter Twenty-Six 
“The Celestial Gardener” 


While Postal Dude was cleaning the house, he spoke to his mother in 
his mind, thinking that she was dead. But she was actually still alive and in 
the hospital, trying the personnel’s patience with constant cursing and 
complaining. The Chief of Police stopped by to talk to her. 

“How are you, ma’am?” Ross inquired, entering the ward. 

The woman stared at him mistrustfully. “I want Tony here!” she said. 

“Tony? Is that your son’s real name?” 

“Huh? No! My son ain’t got a name. I was stuck at work when he was 
born, and there was so much shit due that day that I forgot to name ’im. 
Why, I reckon he don’t even got a birth certificate.” A grave look came over 
her face. “Convenient, isn’t it, David?” she continued. “Just use the poor 
child for all kinds o’ illegal money transfers and whatnot!” 

The Chief looked at her with curiosity. “What’s that about illegal money 
transfers now?” he inquired. 

The woman’s face softened. “Would you really like to hear?” she said. 
“Oh, you are so kind. Please, close the door.” 

Ross did as she asked. 

“You see,” she continued, “my brother, David, he don’t follow no laws. 
He used to take my son with him a lot. I thought they was goin’ fishin’ or 
somethin’. Well, they was fishin’ too, but David’s been teaching my boy 
bad things...” 

“Yes, but what does your brother do exactly?” Ross prompted, his 
interest piqued. 

“Being an ass, that’s what he does! He comes into my house, sayin’ my 
husband don’t treat our kids right. The nerve! My husband was a nice man. 
A little strict, yes, but all parents shoot at their kids sometimes, don’t they? 
Besides, he always came home for Thanksgiving and Christmas. Do you 
have any idea how hard it is to find a man who’s into family stuff?” 

Ross grew irritated. He wanted simple answers. 

“I’m a good mother, I think,” the woman continued. “I hate boys, but I 
still raised my son, didn’t I?” Suddenly, she flung her arms up. 
“Goddammit, where are these dogs comin’ from? Get away, shoo!” 

Oh, great, the Chief thought, she 5 delirious. 


“T only put my two boys in the dumpster ’cuz we couldn’t afford more 
kids. But after David accidentally found ’em, he made us keep ’em, and I 
started to love the one that lived.” Tears trickled down her distorted face. “I 
did my best in life!” she cried. “I’m sorry if it ain’t good enough. Did I 
really mess up so bad that nobody’ ll even sit by my deathbed? Where’s my 
son, my brother? Anybody! Please! Why’re ya’ll abandonin’ me?” 

She started screaming and flailing her arms. The Chief heard the nurse 
coming. He thanked the woman for her time and left. 


KK 


Postal Dude lay on the sand just outside his house. He was looking 
fixedly at the black formless mass which hung in the morning sky. The 
phone conversation he had just had with a social worker ran through his 
head: “Listen, young man, we have just been contacted by your school and 
informed of the situation with your mother. I understand you’re very 
distressed, but please, stay in your house until we send someone over, 
alright? We want to help you, okay?” 

“Sorry to break it to you, sir,” the youth replied. “That kid you wanna 
help doesn’t exist.” 

Postal Dude got up and went inside. He slowly approached the mirror in 
the living room, as if fearing what he might see. But he only saw a tall, tan 
youth clad in cargo pants, a muscle shirt, and combat boots. 

“Who am I?” he said, straightening his shoulders. 

Postal Dude looked at the armchair where he had laid out several 
birthday gifts from his uncle: an Uzi, a shotgun, Molotov cocktails, a bowie 
knife, and a Desert Eagle, along with lots of ammunition. 

“T am not this body,” he said quietly, “I am not this brain, nor this mind, 
nor this soul. I am what I am. And I will reclaim myself.” 

The youth went to his room. He took a small notebook from his desk. 
Postal Dude picked up a pen and wrote: 


The earth is hungry. Its heart throbs and demands cleansing. The 
earth is also thirsty. 


He put the pen and notebook in his pocket. 


“See,” he said sternly to himself, “this house may be clean, but they 
aren’t. They are the infected. The filthy. I will go as this human being, so 
that they may take me for one of their own, and I will clean, and clean, and 
clean, and clean...” 

His face was devoid of expression. “I am the celestial gardener, killer of 
weeds. I am the antidote.” 

The stairs creaked under his boots. “I am the way.” 

He put on fingerless black leather gloves. With a firm hand, Postal Dude 
picked up his weapons and attached them to his body. Over them he put on 
a black sleeveless leather trench coat. 

“The desert will eat...let her eat.” 

The front door slammed shut behind him. Postal Dude stepped off his 
porch and halted. A large truck pulled up to his house. 

“Oh, desert,” the youth said, “do I have a special delivery for you!” 


Chapter Twenty-Seven 
“Going Postal” 


A red car zipped along the highway. Next to it galloped the silver 
stallion. Its bulging muscles were covered with blood. Its mantle snapped in 
the air, its viscera rippling in the wind. On the field grazed rotting cows. 
The grass they swallowed fell out through their ribs. 

Postal Dude saw all this and frowned. “Black Ghost, get thee behind 
me!” he cried. 

He pictured himself back by his house, and it worked. Instantly, the 
strange landscape disappeared. Postal Dude saw the morning desert, and the 
two men who stepped out of the truck. 

“Ts this your house?” one of them asked the youth. 

Postal Dude thrust his hands into his pockets, an insidious smile on his 
lips. “It is indeed,” he said. 

“Well,” the man produced some documents, “accordin’ to them papers 
here, you haven’t paid yer bills...” 

He kept saying something about nonpayment and eviction, but Postal 
Dude wasn’t listening. Suddenly, he interrupted, “Love thy neighbor as 
thyself.” 

The man stared in surprise. “What’s that got to do with anything?” he 
asked. 

In reply, a shot rang out. The man landed on his back. He looked down 
and saw a giant hole in his ribs. There was a web of vessels about him, still 
connected to the heart. 

The other man gaped at the smoking shotgun the youth held, then fled, 
screaming with fear. 

“T just named one of the requirements for being Christian,” said Postal 
Dude, taking aim, “requirements which no human being can fulfill.” 

A second shot rang out. The fleeing man cried out and fell. 

“No one is even trying to fulfill them,” Postal Dude continued, 
approaching him. “That would require extinguishing all human traits, for 
that which knows and loves God is not human.” 

He blew the man’s head off, making a bloody halo on the sand. “That’s 
why I’m here to help. Let the trumpets sound in the sky, and let death come 
to man, so that there may be nothing left for the spirit to fight.” 


One of the neighbors stepped outside upon hearing the noise. “Hey, 

what’s goin’...” he began, but stopped short when he saw the bodies. 
Postal Dude pulled out his gun and whispered, “Death to man!” 
The bullet sank into the neighbor’s forehead, and he fell dead. 


KK 


The youth headed to town on the highway. “I will don the eviscerated 
organs of my enemies as party hats,” Postal Dude whispered, “wear their 
shredded entrails as neckties. And, oh, how I shall dance!” 

Two cars had crashed that morning. The drivers and some officers were 
clamoring on the road when they saw a youth approaching. He pulled out 
something shiny and boomed, “Eat!” 

The drivers fell back onto the dented hoods. The officers tried to return 
fire, but were too late. Postal Dude stepped over their corpses, admiring his 
reflection in a pool of gasoline and blood. 


K*K* 


Bud entered the kitchen with a troubled face. His father, who was 
browsing a farm equipment catalogue, looked at him and asked, ““What’s 
the matter, Buddy?” 

“I’m worried *bout my friend,” Bud said, biting into a doughnut. 

“What friend?” 

“Postal Dude.” 

“Oh, that the hacker?” 

“Yes,” Bud said, rolling his eyes, “he does some hacking too.” 

The farmer flipped the page. “So, why you worried ’bout ’im?” 

“Meh, he’s been actin’ kinda cracked. I dunno if it’s ’cuz his sister died 
or what.” 

“Oh, his sister died?” 

“Yes, Dad! I told you five times.” 

“Well, I'll let ’is parents worry about 1m, but I’Il tell you one thing: 
don’tcha borrow any computer stuff from the likes of ’im! And why 
don’tcha make more friends with kids from your own social circle? Like 
Mr. Feldsworth’s son, Benny.” 


“Be friends with a guy who brings a Hello Kitty lunchbox to school?” 
Bud frowned. “No thanks, I ain’t suicidal yet.” 
He finished his doughnut and went to school. 


K*E* 


Postal Dude leaned against the wall of a building downtown. He 
watched the black mass, which, after hovering in the sky for some time, 
descended to the middle of the intersection and vanished. In its place, Postal 
Dude saw a young couple crossing the street. They had decomposing 
bovine snouts. 

“They are sick and stupid cows,” he whispered, pulling out his shotgun. 
“Oblivious to reality.” 

He fired. Shreds of viscera floated down the pavement. A few police 
officers rushed to the scene. But the stream of Uzi bullets mowed them 
down. Postal Dude walked out into the bloody intersection and looked at his 
victims. “All infected,” he thought, “with the virus that creates a false sense 
of being.” 

One of the officers was still alive. He fired at the youth. Postal Dude 
winced and staggered, but did not fall. He whipped out his Uzi and riddled 
the officer with holes. 


K*K* 


When Bud got to school, he managed to strike up a conversation with a 
girl he liked. He wanted to invite her out, but the thought that she might 
turn him down dulled his enthusiasm. Fuck me! he thought, sulking. How 
does PD make it look so easy? 

As Bud passed Postal Dude’s locker, he sighed. Where is PD anyway? 
He said he’d be at school...is he ditching to play soccer again? 


KK 


“Goal!” Postal Dude boomed, kicking a severed head into a window. 
The ardent July sun was already high above the desert. The people on 
Main Street were piled on top of each other, most of them in large pieces. 


An old lady tried to cross the street. With her glasses off, she did not even 
realize that she was wading through a pile of corpses. 

The youth smiled, drew out his bowie knife, and walked up to her. “I 
will give you real vision!” he bellowed and pricked her eye out. She toppled 
to the ground, dropping her cane. 


KKK 


Bud was secretly reading a graphic novel under the desk in class while 
the substitute history teacher was trying hard to locate Berlin on the map. 

“Berlin can’t be there,” said one of the students. “That’s South Africa.” 

“Excuse me,” the teacher snapped, “but I believe I’m the one with a 
teaching degree from Paradise Community College here!” 

Holy shit! Bud thought, looking at the illustrations. Could a person 
crawl away without legs in real life? 


KK * 


The parking lot was empty except for the crawling woman. The youth 
standing near her had just shot off her legs. 

“No,” she screamed, “please, I have kids 

This shit asks for mercy, Postal Dude thought to himself. Does it 
seriously think that I, or God, or anyone else shares her pain? How stupid! 

He looked intently at the woman’s face and pictured himself elsewhere. 
Instantly, the woman changed before his eyes: her eyeballs rolled out of 
their sockets, and rusty needles replaced her teeth. 

The youth calmly shot the monstrous cow in the face, then looked down 
at its belly. Through the transparent flesh, he saw a head swimming in 
slush. 

“These eyes must never see the world,” he announced as the shotgun 
shell ripped apart the round abdomen. Its contents spilled onto the 
pavement. The slush floundered about in a pool of blood, then gave a 
gurgling sound and lay still. 

“Stop, police!” a cry came from the other end of the parking lot. 

Postal Dude looked at the officers, then at his victim again. The 
monstrous cow was gone. Only a dead woman did lie there, her unborn 
child next to her in pieces. 


1°? 


The police opened fire, and one of the bullets lodged in Postal Dude’s 
arm. He dropped his Uzi. But the next moment, he took cover and lit a 
Molotov cocktail. The bottle landed on one of the police cars. The vehicles 
blazed up. The youth laughed, watching the officers run around in flames. 
Sitting down, he wrote in his notebook: 


I am the appraiser. Life is cheap, death 1s free! Act now! 
Supplies are limited! Offer void in Arizona! 


K*K* 


Postal Dude wandered into Paradise Central Park and looked at the 
passers-by. “No day in the park,” he said aloud as he wrote in his notebook. 
“Too much of the blood on me is mine. But the day is not done, and I’ve 
miles to go to make them sleep...” 

He bought some ice cream, then took out his shotgun, and fired several 
times. A brain, some fingers, a leg, a stomach, and a liver went up into the 
air. Postal Dude approached one of the victims who was still alive, albeit 
missing his face, and pulled out his knife. Slowly, he cut the quivering flesh 
and yanked out the intestines. The youth tied a chunk of them into a bow 
around his neck, and the rest he used as a skipping rope as he left the park. 


K*K* 


Two social workers entered Postal Dude’s home and marveled at how 
clean it was. 

“If not for those dead bodies outside, I’d think this kid lives in an okay 
neighborhood,” one of them said. 

They looked for the youth everywhere, but could not find him. When 
they asked the neighbor, Mr. Smith, if he knew Postal Dude’s whereabouts, 
they heard a lecture on the poor quality of tires at the local automobile 
service center. Deciding not to ask around anymore, they got in their car 
and left. 


KK * 


Blood splinters everywhere. Like a river, flowing around me, 
pulling me in its wake. Paradise! Prepare for...deconstruction! 


Postal Dude wrote this in his notebook when he came upon a vast 
construction site in the woods. Leaving his trench coat and the heavy guns 
under a tree, he entered the territory. His stay wasn’t long. He only threw 
the foreman under a combine, beat the roofer to death, stabbed two glaziers, 
and sawed an electrician in half. In conclusion, the youth pitched a stone at 
a worker up on the roof. The man fell off and was impaled on a metal rod. 

“Isn’t that enough killing for one day?!” one of the surviving workers 
shouted to Postal Dude, who was busy scraping viscera off his boots. 

Suddenly, two other workers charged at the youth and started beating 
him. Postal Dude managed to deal one of them a deadly blow to the nose. 
Then the youth whipped out his knife and stabbed the other worker to 
death. But another worker crept up behind him and grabbed him by the arm. 
A short struggle ensued. 

The worker twisted the youth’s arm, forcing him to stab himself in the 
belly. Postal Dude cried out and fell. But the wound was not deep. The 
youth ripped the knife out and charged. The bowie knife got the worker in 
the heart. Postal Dude spat on the corpse. 

“Thanks,” he sneered, “but I didn’t need my bellybutton pierced.” 

He looked around for survivors. But there were none, except for the 
crawling upper half of the electrician. Postal Dude kicked the entrails 
dragging behind the man, then picked up his weapons, and headed to the 
local train station. 


KK * 


At the train station, Postal Dude quartered the guards and passengers, 
then left his trench coat and weapons on a bench and waited for the train. 
Gazing at the empty platform, he tried to picture his sister’s demise. Maybe 
she actually felt the train crushing her before she died, he thought. 

“But enough of this,” the youth said quietly. “I refuse to grieve. I’m 
here to kill both the bringer of grief and its receiver, so that grief shall have 
no abode on Earth.” He unzipped his pants. “I piss on grief.” 

He urinated on the railway. It hurt, and he saw blood come out. An 
injured kidney, the youth surmised. He rolled up his shirt and put his fingers 


into a bullet hole. Postal Dude whimpered and jerked, but reached deeper 
until he felt the bullet inside. He sharply pulled it out, beaming despite the 
pain. 

“That wasn’t so bad,” he said, and started removing the other bullets. 
He was on the last one when someone shot him in the back. 

Postal Dude fell, but immediately leapt to his feet and ran, his penis 
beating against his thighs. 

“Stop, ya nutcase!” Another shot rang out. 

The bullet brushed the youth’s leg, and he fell face-down on the gravel. 
When he rolled over on to his back, he saw a corpulent butcher with a gun 
standing over him. The man smiled and bent down. “Gotcha, you little 
shit!” he said in an oily voice, lifting up the youth’s penis with his gun. 
“Let’s see ya run when I shoot yer balls off!” 

Postal Dude promptly kicked the butcher in the face. The man dropped 
the gun and clutched his broken nose. The youth jumped up, ran to the 
bench where he had left his weapons, grabbed his Uzi, and aimed it at the 
butcher. 

“And just how many rounds ya got in that piece?” the man growled. 

““As many as you have chins,” the youth smiled. 

He really did have enough cartridge clips for a small army. The butcher 
twitched like a marionette under the storm of bullets, then fell dead. Postal 
Dude removed the bullet that the butcher had put in him. 

A toot rang out in the distance. 

“And here’s the train,” the youth grinned. “Next stop: Armageddon, the 
River Styx, Hades...and all points in between. All aboard!” 

Smoothing down his hair and goatee with the blunt end of his knife, he 
took out a grenade. 


K*K* 


Bud’s last class was cancelled. A classmate of his brought marijuana to 
class, and the teacher got angry because she thought the student had taken 
hers. 

Bud came home early and went into the living room. “The game’II start 
soon, Dad,” he called and turned on the TV. 

‘““A buncha maniacs just blew up an entire train!” some lady was 
shouting on the news. “Do you have any idea how much a single car costs?” 


Bud’s father came in and watched for a few minutes. “I always said cars 
and private jets is the way to go,” he said, shaking his head. “Public 
transportation’s always full of psychos, terrorists, and Democrats.” 

Bud rolled his eyes. 

“Seems a war has broken out in Paradise,” the announcer continued. 
“Several neighborhoods have already been attacked. Witnesses describe 
four suspects: a young man with an Uzi, another with a shotgun, a third 
with a knife, and a fourth who is an arsonist. They all wear trench coats. 
The police suspect them to be local drug dealers.” 


KK 


The train station was a mess of overturned cars and charred bodies. 
Shrieks sounded everywhere. The firemen, police, and paramedics were 
trying to get the survivors out of the blazing train. 

Postal Dude watched the scene from the top of a nearby hill. But he did 
not stay long. He set off to the graveyard of metal. 


K*K* 


Hundreds of airplanes stood on the sandy field girdled with mountains. 
Postal Dude made his way under their wings to the gates of the airbase. The 
guards gasped when they saw the blood-covered youth. 

“Good God, are you alright?” one of them asked. 

Postal Dude silently walked on. 

“Whoa, sonny, you can’t go there!” The soldier grabbed the youth’s 
sleeve. 

The soldiers’ uniforms turned red. Bullet casings hit the ground. Siren 
wails rent the air. Postal Dude covered his ears, feeling the hateful sound 
vibrate inside his wounds. 

“Let these be your last words!” he said through gritted teeth. 

Snatching the keys off one of the dead, he raced to the ammunition 
dump. He came out with a bazooka and aimed it at the watchtower...the 
building flew to pieces. Debris interspersed with viscera banged on the 
hangar roofs. 


KK * 


The air was cool in the woods. The narrow path was wrapped in tree 
shadows. Postal Dude walked along that path away from Paradise. He ran 
into someone, but fired before he even saw who it was. A jumble of brains 
and bone fragments splashed across the ground. As Postal Dude stepped 
over the corpse, his gaze was glued to the treetops, where the formless 
black mass levitated. 

“T did not summon you, Black Ghost!” the youth cried and opened fire 
on the trees, making a fireworks of splinters and bird guts. The mass slowly 
faded. 

Postal Dude continued up the path until he saw a sign welcoming guests 
to the “La Palamino” resort. 


K*K* 


The giant resort in the forest clearing consisted of numerous 
neoclassical buildings with white columns and pink walls, swimming pools, 
and tennis and golf courts. Several guests sat at the tables out on the lawn, 
enjoying cool lemonade. A waitress approached an old lady at one of these 
tables to take her order. 

But the waitress had barely opened her mouth when her head exploded, 
spraying the old lady with blood. All the other guests started to their feet, 
screaming. 

“What happened?!” 

“Oh my God!” 

“There’s a shooting range here?” 

Then, out of the woods came a tall youth in a bloody muscle shirt with a 
shotgun and an Uzi. “Oh, I’m sorry!” he shouted, an insane grin on his face. 
“This won’t affect my tip, will it?” 

Seeing him, the guests panicked, clambered out of the pools, and started 
darting around the resort in search of shelter. The youth raced right into the 
crowd and opened fire. Someone grabbed the barrel of his shotgun and tried 
to wrench it out of his grip, but the youth pulled the trigger. The man’s arm 
vanished, leaving a bloody stump at the shoulder. He fell, trampled over by 
the shrieking guests. 

The bullets tore through the wooden walls of the saunas, and those 
hiding within rushed outside. Some were naked. 

“Public nudity is illegal,” Postal Dude smiled, shooting them. 


He flung his knife at one of the naked women. It lodged in her calf. The 
youth laughed at her attempt to crawl away and kicked her in the groin until 
blood came out. Then, he beat her with a stick, and shoved it into her 
rectum. The woman screamed, wishing him an impending death. 

Postal Dude knocked her teeth out, took off his pants, and thrust his 
erect bloody penis into her mouth. After he came, he cut off her tongue and 
made her swallow it. 

Most surviving guests hid inside the buildings. As the youth vainly tried 
to find an entrance, his gaze settled on a red Lamborghini Countach parked 
nearby. He smiled blissfully. Removing the gas tank was an easy task for 
him. He doused the walls with the liquid. 

“Thank you for choosing La Palamino!” Postal Dude cried merrily. 
“Please join us for the bonfire party!” 

He struck a match and tossed it at the edifice. Soon, the whole structure 
was engulfed in flames. The guests started jumping out of the windows and 
tried to run through the blazing doors. Postal Dude riddled them all with 
bullets. Excited, he started running around the hotel, shooting at the walls 
and shouting, “It’s revelation time, you filthy cows!” 

Something exploded, and flames gushed out of the windows. 

“T am the rescuer of the infected!” Postal Dude shouted at the flaming 
structure. “I am the face of God!” 

A man in a wheelchair fell out of the window, enveloped in flames. 

“The God who gave you life because He can! Not because He cares! 
Wake up, diseased fools! Wake up to reality!” 

Suddenly, the youth stopped. His smile faded. He dropped his Uzi and 
doubled over, holding his abdomen. The pain was excruciating. Looking up 
at the burning hotel, he said through clenched teeth, “The spirit is willing, 
but the flesh is weak. You will fall only if I tell you to.” 

Gradually, the pain got better. Postal Dude drew himself up and tried to 
wet his lips, but his mouth was absolutely dry. Yet he did not feel thirst. His 
thoughts were far away. 

He waved goodbye to the burning edifice and disappeared into the 
woods as unexpectedly as he had come. 


KK 


Bud heard the phone ring. Oh, great! he thought, pausing his video 
game. Why do they always call when I’m on level 50? He picked up. 

“Bud, you shiteating dumbfuck, there ya are!” Postal Dude’s voice 
came across. He was guffawing like mad. 

“Postal, what’s cookin’?” said Bud confusedly. “Why’re you ditching 
school again?” 

Postal Dude ignored him. “I need you to come meet me. I’m by the 
elephant ranch, the first bridge.” 

“Whatcha doing there?” 

Laughter crackled on the phone again: “I’m winnin’ a war, Buddy!” 

Bud frowned. “Dude, you plastered? Quit fucking around, it ain’t 
funny.” 

“Why ain’t it funny? Cuz I’m fuckin’ around like God? Ha-ha-ha!” 

Yep, he’s shit-faced, Bud thought worriedly. Man, I cant let ’im wander 
alone like that. He almost got hit by a car last time! 

“Alright,” he said. “Pll come meet you. Just don’t go anywhere, ok?” 

Bud hung up and went to put his shoes on. 

“Bud,” his father called, “where you off to?” 

“Friend’s house.” 

“Oh, no, you’re stayin’ home! There’s talk of maniacs on the news.” 

“Fine, Dad!” Bud pretended to be going back to his room, but snuck out 
through the back door instead. He looked around just in case, but failed to 
spot anyone resembling a maniac on the farm, and headed to the bridge. 


K*K* 


When Bud reached the bridge between the fir forest and a small parking 
lot, the sky was already turning orange. The young farmer spotted Postal 
Dude under a withered tree, biting his nails. Bud was horrified at the sight 
of his friend. Postal Dude looked like he had just crawled out of a cesspit. 
His clothes were bloody and torn. 

“PD,” Bud muttered in consternation, “what the hell happened?!” 

Postal Dude stopped biting his nails and looked up at his friend. 

“Finally,” he smiled coldly. “Took ya some time to haul that fat ass 
down here!” 

Bud stared at his friend. Hes completely sober, the farmer’s son 
thought, so this has to be a prank. O’course, ha-ha! George's gonna pop up 


with a phony gun any second now! Bud even glanced around, expecting to 
see George lurking behind the bushes. But there was no one there. The guns 
wrapped in Postal Dude’s trenchcoat under the tree looked quite real. 

“So, did you bring your set of keys?” Postal Dude asked. 

“Huh?” Bud shrugged. “What keys?” 

“The keys to the garage!” 

“Was I supposed to?” 

Postal Dude laughed. “Well, I guess not, if you wanted to live just a 
little longer. See, because you have no keys on you for me to take away, I'll 
have to wait before I dispose of you.” 

Bud gaped at him. “Are you fucking kidding?!” 

“Kidding? Why don’t you ask the people on Main Street. Or at the park. 
Or the construction site. Or the boneyard. Ha-ha, and the cops still think a 
gang’s responsible! The idiots!” 

Bud went pale. He recalled the news coverage. 

“Are you saying... you did it?” Bud breathed, petrified. 

“Did what, yo mama?” 

“You...” Bud could barely speak, “train, killed, airbase, then... La 
Palamino?” 

“Now that’s a great toastmaster talkin 

Bud suddenly felt cold. “I don’t believe you,” he said in a subdued 
voice. 

“Doesn’t surprise me. You are just like the rest. The infected. The virus 
has eaten their eyes, and they cannot see evil approaching. So it is better for 
me to save them from this life than for them to go on blind. I am the only 
one fit for the job, having wrestled with the Black Ghost and won.” 

“Did you just say, ‘Black Ghost?’” 

“Yep. The one that was always there. Even before Hooves took time 
away.” 

“What hooves?!” Bud cried. “Dude, can you please speak in normal 
words?” 

“I’m done speaking. Now, I give you two choices: you can either tell me 
where you keep your keys, and I will give you a fast, painless death. Or...” 
Postal Dude grinned and swung his knife at the tree with lightning speed, 
slicing off a small branch. 

Bud was sweating profusely. Tears blurred his vision. “Dammit, Dude!” 
he shouted. “I know this is a joke! It has to be!” 


ay? 
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“Louder, Buddy, come on!” Postal Dude smiled, as imperturbable as 
ever. “You’re on your way to a job in the opera house.” 

“You ain’t got the right to kill!” 

“Said Bud, creator of Heaven and Earth.” 

Postal Dude laughed, but suddenly doubled over in another fit of pain. 
Bud worriedly grabbed his arm. 

“Lemme call an ambulance!” cried the farmer’s son. “Let’s set 
everything right!” 

Postal Dude only clenched his teeth. 

“You always called me a stupid atheist,” said Bud. “Well, I dunno about 
God, but I think I believe in souls. I mean, I believe that you are ‘you’ no 
matter what! Even when people die, we can still think about ’em. So we all 
must exist somewhere in some true form...and right now, you are betraying 
your true form! You’re not a psycho murderer! You’re the kind, cheerful, 
and funny Postal Dude! And we gotta get you back!” 

Postal Dude pushed him away with such force that Bud nearly went 
rolling on the ground. 

“Spare me your pathetic drivel!” thundered Postal Dude, solemnly 
raising his fist. 

Bud quivered, listening as his friend declaimed something about 
freedom from all things human and absolute control. 

“When I break free,” Postal Dude narrated with vigor, “I will be able to 
control what I am. I will tell myself, ‘love mankind like God Himself,’ and 
I will instantly become a true Christian, an exact copy of Christ! I’m 
ascending my eternal throne today, and if anyone tries to stop me...” 

Bud looked away. Postal Dude seemed to him a shell inhabited by some 
unclean force. 

Suddenly Postal Dude fell silent. His features relaxed, his face grew 
dark as if covered by a shadow. Bud froze in fear. He heard police sirens in 
the distance. 

“We have company,” Postal Dude said. “I will take care of them.” 

“No!” cried Bud with determination. “I won’t let you do this!” 

There was a silence. 

“You know what?” Postal Dude smiled, drawing his knife. “I don’t need 
your keys!” 

Bud shrieked and ran aside. Postal Dude aimed his knife at him, but at 
that time, the police cars made it to the bridge and formed a line. Both 


youths froze. The officers jumped out and aimed at them. 

“You two, on the ground!” an officer shouted. 

Bud looked at Postal Dude. “Please,” the farmer’s son whispered, “get 
down.” 

Postal Dude dropped his knife. Bud was inspired with hope, but his 
friend said something that Bud did not understand: “I choose Meredith.” 
Postal Dude then ran to grab his Uzi. 

The police opened fire. One bullet struck Postal Dude in the arm, 
another brushed his shoulder. The third lodged in his thigh, and the youth 
fell. Yet he was used to pain by now, and still managed to grab his guns. 
Postal Dude leapt back up and hid behind the withered tree, his face 
expressionless. 

Bud could not take it anymore. He wheeled around and ran as fast as his 
legs would carry him. 

Postal Dude forced the barrel of his Uzi through the branches and 
opened fire. Soon, everything went silent. The surviving officers fled. 

The youth left his cover and headed east. On his way he came upon an 
old man in a wheelchair. 

“Leg problems?” Postal Dude asked with a smile. “Let me help.” 

With that, he shot the old man point-blank. 

“Guess I’m not much of a surgeon,” Postal Dude giggled. 

With that he aimed at the couple he saw up ahead. A shot rang out. The 
man jerked. His genitals tumbled out of his pants in lumps. 

“Psycho!” the woman shrieked, flinging up her arms. 

“Psycho? Me?” the youth cried. “Ill show you what a real psycho 
does!” 

He ran up to the woman and shattered her chin with his Uzi. When she 
fell, he hit her over and over again. 

“That’s what a psychopath does, lady!” she heard his voice. “He kills 
slowly, enjoying his victims’ pain.” 

The youth fired his shotgun. The woman’s head exploded. The splinters 
of her skull floated in grayish slush. 

“But for me,” Postal Dude said, “pain, blood, and gore don’t mean 
anything.” 

He hid his weapons and ran toward the setting sun. 


K*K* 


“Attention!” sounded on every radio station in Paradise. “All residents 
are to stay indoors! This is the Chief of Police speaking! I repeat, all 
residents seek shelter immediately! Local drug gangs are at war. We’re 
doing everything we can to...” 

Ross had to pause. The hail of lead banging on the bullet-proof 
windshield of his car was making too much noise. 

When the gunfire stopped, the Chief and his officers cautiously peered 
out of their cars. They saw a fellow officer limping back to his vehicle. But 
he had bloody stumps for hands, and could not open the door. The gangsters 
hiding in the surrounding alleys shot him and loudly applauded. 

“You a fool, Chief!” they shouted. “Go home, save some lives!” 

“Scumbags!” said Ross through clenched teeth, aiming his machine 
gun. 

He fired a few rounds, but then felt someone’s eyes on him. The Chief 
turned around. Not far from his car, in the shadows stood Postal Dude. His 
eyes were fixed on Ross, a joyous smile on his grimy face. The youth’s 
clothes were soaked with blood. 

Many thoughts volleyed through Ross’s mind. He wondered whether 
Postal Dude was a gang member, or had simply wandered here by accident. 
Not knowing why, the Chief felt a burning desire to shoot the youth. 

As if in reply, Postal Dude said something. The Chief read his lips: “I 
cannot die.” 

The gangsters opened fire once more, distracting Ross. When the Chief 
turned around again, the youth was gone. 


K*K* 


Never before had Bud run so fast. Blood hammered in his temples, 
sweat poured off his face. When he reached the farm, he burst inside the 
house, raced into the living room, and fell on the floor. His father looked at 
him in alarm and muted the TV. 

“What is this?” he asked. “Buddy, what is goin’ on?” 

“My friend...” Bud muttered indistinctly, “killed...” 

“What? Someone killed your friend?” 

Bud had actually meant to say that his friend was a killer. But when he 
looked up at his father, he was glad that he didn’t, and said instead, “Y- 
yes...the gangsters killed my best friend.” 


Silence fell. Newscasters’ lips were moving soundlessly on the TV 
screen. The farmer gave his son a long, sullen look. 

“Dad, I heard so many shots,” Bud said with a wry face. “Please tell me 
a person can survive that. Don’t tell me Ill never see Postal Dude again.” 

He started weeping noisily. His father got up and locked all the doors 
and windows in the house. 

“I’m groundin’ ya for a long time, mister,” he said to his son crossly. “I 
told ya to stay in the house! Don’tcha know you coulda gotten killed just 
like yer friend?” 

Never in his life had Bud hated his father so much. He itched to jump 
up and punch him. But instead, Bud only cried harder. 


KK 


The forest looked nearly black, towering against the red sky. Postal 
Dude stood on a hill at the edge of the woods, adorned with shreds of 
human organs like a Christmas tree with ornaments. Cradling a severed 
head in his hands, he feasted his eyes upon the sunset. 

When the sun disappeared behind the trees, Postal Dude looked hard at 
the dead human head. Every time he pictured himself in “the other world,” 
the head seemed to him to be a bovine one. 

“So I’m right,” Postal Dude said, “they are just filthy cows. Little 
insects for me to destroy. Do you hear, Meredith? We’ve almost made it!” 

Postal Dude set the head on the ground, threw off his trench coat and 
weapons, then poured some gas on the head and set it on fire. While the 
head burned, Postal Dude opened his notebook and wrote: 


The hive has been cleansed. The source of the corruption has 
been corked, laid in a body bag and dragged to the outskirts of 
existence. 


He looked up. His eyes glistened. 

“Pity, remorse, and compassion are dead,” he breathed feverishly. 
“Soon, Ill break all the remaining mechanisms, and then I’Il control them 
like a light switch! I can still be human, but I'll also have access to other 
forms of being. It’s all up to me now. I’m free. I’m on the outside.” 


He looked down at his wounds. There was no more pain. Postal Dude 
smiled. “Hey, God,” he said, “I can see your kingdom!” 

The youth came down from the hill and stretched. The day was done, 
every accursed cow that he had met along the way—destroyed. J need to 
move on to the next phase, he thought. Lets unplug love, attachments, and 
gratefulness. 

Postal Dude was about to head back to his home. But something held 
him back. Something pulled him away from town, further west...something 
was there, near the fir trees towering above a small playground... 

Postal Dude picked up his trench coat and weapons and headed toward 
the woods. His ears were ringing with laughter. 

It was children’s laughter, coming from the playground at the forest 
edge. There were children running on the sand, playing with toys and on the 
swings. 

“More junk for me to burn,” the youth said in a sepulchral voice, 
smiling. 

He lit a Molotov and flung it at the children. But nothing happened. 
Postal Dude saw the explosion distinctly. Dust and rocks shot up in the air. 
But there was no sound, no flame, and the children—even the little boy 
struck by the bottle—kept playing like before. 

“Whoa!” Postal Dude whistled. “You’re not on Earth!” 

He opened fire. The bullets flew straight through the children. It was as 
if they did not see the youth. Their lack of irises and pupils made it 
impossible to guess if they saw anything at all. 

“Who do you obey?! The Black Ghost? The silver stallion?” 

Postal Dude mentally shifted himself into the “other world” again, his 
eyes still on the children. He stared at their tufted hair and feline claws in 
place of fingernails. Peeling cow heads lay beside the swings, flies hovering 
over them. 

“What are you creatures?” Postal Dude muttered. “Answer!” 

The girls skipped rope. Cow bones crunched under their feet. 

“T did everything right...” The youth’s breathing quickened. “Hooves? 
Meredith? Why do I feel so faint?” 

The children on the swings laughed, baring tiny fangs. Postal Dude 
frowned. He probed his wounds and found ones he did not know he had. 
Several of them had opened up again. Fear started to take over. 


“T lost a lot of blood,” the youth uttered, a fearful tremor in his voice. 
“But it doesn’t matter,” he added sternly. “I own this flesh, and it will not 
die unless I let it!” 

But his voice faltered. His body began to shake. 

“But my home...oh God...Sis! Mom! Uncle Dave!” 

His heart palpitated madly. His head spun at the recollection of the day’s 
events. 

The children frolicked on the playground...swings creaking. ..feet 
stomping...merry laughter on all sides. 

Postal Dude fought the trembling in his legs. His body was growing 
numb. The children’s laughter drove him mad. “Shut your loathsome 
traps!” he shouted with what energy he had left. 

His legs began to slide apart, as if on ice. 

“No!” he snapped. “I am not afraid!” 

These children...these hateful little demons walk about, laugh, smile. 
They cannot be killed. They’re immortal. They will never go down below 
the ground to be dissolved by time. They will never experience the same 
things as the youth, his gaze fixed on them as he tries to remain standing. 

“No human can contend with the desert,” he heard a familiar deep male 
voice inside his head. 

Postal Dude fell on his knees. The children’s laughter was becoming 
faint. 

That was it. The time had come for the desert to eat, but the youth did 
not want to be eaten. Tears poured on the ground, mixing with blood. His 
consciousness blurred. His heart rate slowed down. 

Postal Dude stretched out on the pavement. A hoarse moan escaped his 
lips... 

The sky was quickly growing dark. Someone closed Postal Dude’s eyes, 
lifted him up, and put him on a stretcher. The grimy face disappeared under 
a white sheet. 


TO BE CONTINUED... 
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